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Chapter XIII 


“Would you draw the blinds, Claire? I think it might helj 
if there weren’t so much light in the room.” Of all of them, 
Aarons seemed to be holding up best. He had arrived slight! 
before 10:00 a.m. looking refreshed and alert after a cod 
night’s sleep. Percy, Gordon, and David all showed the effect 
of a night spent tossing and turning rather than sleeping 
Percy looked particularly drawn. She had not been able ti 
completely hide the shadows under her dark expressive eyét 
But she was composed and eager to begin. 

After the usual good mornings, the chair was again placed 
in the center of the room. “There’s nothing psychic or myn 
terious about the position of the chair,” explained Aarons ii} 
Percy sat in it. “It’s just that this gives us the maximum 
amount of freedom—space around you, I mean.” 

She smiled at him, indicating that she understood, and 
even if she didn’t, it was all right. She trusted him. 

“All right, now, Percy, close your eyes and relax. Just relat 

..- I want you to picture in your mind Trinity Church just a 
you saw it yesterday. ['m not sure the people will be there 
still; in fact, I doubt it. Just concentrate on the church itself, 
just the church and the grounds around it. Keep that imaye 
in your mind. Do you have a mental picture of it?” 
_ Yes, I do.” It was easy to recall the beautiful brick churcli 
with its tall spire. That’s what Ill concentrate on, just the 
church and the spire, she told herself. I won’t think about the 
grounds, at least not yet, just the church... the church. 

“Keep that picture of the church in your mind and begii 
to count backward from one hundred. Count slowly. Take 
your time and concentrate on the church; relax more deeply 
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ween each number.” Standing directly in front of her, his 
focused ‘on her face, he seemed to be directing her will 
the sheer force of his own. 
The room was silent except for Percy’s soft rhythmic 
iInting. “100 ... 99... 98... 97.” It was easier for her 
time, the slower pace of the numbers as she recited them 
the observers that she had no apprehension today; it was 
familiar and she was more relaxed about it. “... 1 Ore age 
... 73 .. 72...” The numbers were coming much 
wer; her breathing was very regular and leisurely. 

length Aarons interrupted her counting. “Percy, can 
i hear me?” he asked. 

es, Ican hear you.” 
"Where are you now?” 

m standing on the street ... Broadway .. 
nity Church,” she replied. 
Ms it the same time as yesterday? Is it still 1801?” 

can’t tell. . . . I can’t tell what year it is.” 
An alarm sounding in the room could not have caused 
re uneasiness than her reply. In unison they sensed that 
n ething was wrong. Sensed or feared, it was hard to tell 
ich and made little difference. Had she mentally arrived at 
wrong time period? Aarons quickly looked at each of 
m in turn and shook his head to indicate that they must 
be too eager to jump to conclusions. Unperturbed, he re- 
ned his attention to Percy. 
*Can you tell what year it is? Is there a calendar in some 
op ipa nearby? Do you see anyone with a newspaper 
ar you?” 


. in front of 


Percy, are there other people around you?” 

"Yes, there are many people on the streets.” 

"Very good. Can you describe how they’re dressed?” 

es, the women are wearing long dresses, some with great 
dered wigs and hats, others with bonnets. The men are 
paring breeches and coats with collars that stand up, shoes 
ith buckles on them; some wear boots.” 

“Would you describe these clothes as much the same as the 
bople you saw yesterday were wearing?” 
“Yes, they’re very much alike ... but the people at the 
rch yesterday didn’t wear such bright colors. Their clothes 
more somber.” 

“That doesn’t matter. I believe you’re in the same telative 
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period of time. Look around you: does it look famili 
the same or has the area changed?” amiliar? Is i 


There was a long pause as Percy apparently observed hw) / 


surtoundings. “It looks v i 
that Sythe Gage. ar much the same. I don’t notiy 
“Are there people still in the churchyard, Percy?” 

No, I'm standing in the churchyard and it’s empty 
There’s no one here, The grave has settled. . . . It no lonpw 
appears freshly dug. But where is Angie? Where could she 
have gone? I can’t find her. She’s not here.” 

The agitation in Percy’s voice was a clear indication thyl 
she was in a strange city in search of her sister without hay 
ing the vaguest notion which way to turn. Gordon rose froiii 
his seat. He felt more comfortable on his feet, more in con 


mand, He was ready to have Aarons release Percy from he} 


trance any time now. Stillness filled the room, and they all 
concentrated on Percy’s face as it registered alarm. For 4 
Jong time she said nothing. 

Percy”——Aarons broke the quiet at last—“where are youl 
Are you searching for Angie?” 

Yes, I’m searching for Angie. I can’t find her. . . - I don't 
know where to look.” Again there was silence. 

Gordon wondered how long Aarons planned to put he 
through this. The alarm on Percy’s face turned to despei 
ation. She seemed to be near tears. Even Claire, who wit 
normally unperturbed by witnessing such things, found the 
expression on Percy’s face disturbing. At length, she stood up, 
partly from concern and partly from the frustrating desire 
help. Sitting suddenly seemed to be too passive, and she 
couldn’t bear it. 
eg said Aarons again, “can you tell me where youl 

“No. I don’t know where I am. I don’t know. I’m on 4 
street near the water. I’m running down a street near tho 
water. I must find Angie. I must!” She began to sob. “Angie,” 
she cried in anguish, “Angie, answer me. I’ve come for you 
Where are you, Angie? Oh, Angie, why don’t you answer mé 
before it’s too late. Angie... For God’s sake! Where is shv! 
Tell me where she is, . . . Have you seen my sister? Do you 
know where she is?” It was obvious that: she had beguii 
asking the people who were near her in the streets. “Angic 
... Angie ... My God ... My God ... Why can’t I find 
WOU i Ms A CER Pee ee 

Everyone in the room was standing now. Aarons’ face wai 
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fered with perspiration, a frown on his brow. He put his 
ids on Percy’s shoulders to comfort her. Percy was now 
terical, writhing in her seat and screaming in uncontrolled 
peration. 


ff he doesn’t bring her out of that trance, I'll knock him — _ 


less, thought Gordon, clenching his fists. He needn’t 
je worried. Aarons was disappointed, but he was a com- 
isionate man and couldn’t bear to watch Percy suffer any 
iger. He was willing now to admit that they were not going 
find Angie in this manner. Somehow she had slipped away 
m them, and they were, at present, merely groping around 
he darkened tunnel with no light at the end to guide 
m. There was no way of knowing where she was now or 
In if she was still sane. 

Percy”—his voice was stern and commanding, rising 
imly above her hysterical cries—“when I clap my hands, 
li will awaken and be back with us here in the present 
he. You will remember none of what has happened.” 

apping his hands loudly, he waited for her to respond. 
viously, it was difficult for Percy to give up the search for 

sister because it was several seconds, perhaps even more 
in a minute, before she opened her eyes. As she did so, 
rons offered her his handkerchief. She was surprised to 
d that her face was wet with tears. 

‘T've been crying,” she said simply, part statement, part 
sstion. “Does that mean I failed? I didn’t find her?” 
‘Aarons shook his head. “It means that you didn’t find her, 

you mustn’t feel that you failed. You tried very hard... 
hard as anyone could.” 
‘Honestly you did, honey. But I’m glad it’s over.” Gordon 
t his arm around her. She looked over at David. Yes, she 


Wad tried but she had failed. Would he blame her for that 


lure? she wondered. 

“Tm sorry, David,” was all she could think of saying. But 
id couldn’t hold her responsible, no one’ could who had 

t watched the frantic suffering that she had endured. 


He kissed her affectionately on the cheek. “You did a great 


b, Percy. I'm grateful to you for trying. Thanks.” She 

Miled weakly at him. There was no need to answer. Now 
lat it was over, she felt spent and wobbly. She sank into the 
pth of the nearest comfortable chair and closed her eyes. 

_it was Sam who raised the question. “Now what, Damon?” 
“I was afraid this would be the result, so I’m already 
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prepared to go on to the next step. It’s risky, but I think it's 
worth the chance. I’m sure we're all agreed on that.” 
“You intend to try the transfer-of-matter theory?” Claire 
asked. She found the idea fascinating and frightening. She 
wasn’t sure she would like to be the one to try it, but wis 
captivated by the idea of actually living in another time. 

“Tt seems to be the only course open to us now.” Aarotit 
wiped his hands on his trousers. Oddly, his palms were 
sweating, although he couldn’t remember its ever happening 


he thought. 

“Let’s see. It’s nearly twelve o’clock now,” Damon said, 
consulting his wristwatch with amazement. 

“Tt is?” Claire couldn’t believe that nearly two hours had 
passed since they gathered in the living room that morning, 
“J don’t believe it.” 

“He’s right. It’s nearly noon,” Sam corroborated, checking 
his own watch to be sure. 

“7m a little tired, but I want to get at it. Suppose we take 
a small break, have some lunch, and then try? Id like to feel 
a little fresher than I do now.” 

“J don’t want Percy to 
Aarons,” Gordon objected. 

“T admit I’m a little tired, too, but [ll be all right after | 


be involved any further, Dr, 


have a rest and something to eat, Gordon. I want to try.” | 


Percy sat erect, objecting a little more strenuously than neces 
sary in order to hide her exhaustion. 

“t don’t think that would be wise for several reasons, 
Percy,” Aarons protested before Gordon had the opportunity 
to argue with his wife. “First of all, you’re mentally fatigued, 
Secondly, and perhaps more importantly now, Pm afraid 
you're too anxious, too emotionally involved. I couldn’t take 
the chance of trying to transfer you in the state you were in 
before. So, I’m going to try going back myself.” 

“But, Dr. Aarons, we agreed that I was the logical one. 
You couldn’t expect Angie to accept any such absurd story 2% 
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and from a totally strange man. 
You know you are.” Percy would 


. ition. She couldn’t argue bravery either. No one doubted 


‘red or not, emotional or not, she was still the one most 


. kely to succeed in returning Angie. She was a little disap- 


pinted that Gordon wasn’t backing her on this point, but she 
inderstood his reasons. é 
“I no longer consider you a ossibility at all, Percy. I ap- 
reciate the sense of what you're saying, but even under the 
est of conditions, such a transfer of matter is dangerous. I’ve 
ever attempted a transfer of time before, you know that. In 
“Wour present state of mind, it’s unthinkable. I might lose you 
Completely. That’s highly possible, you know. I won’t con- 
der anyone but myself.” Aarons was calm and unruffied but 
m in his decision. There was no question about the fact 
sat he was right. Reluctantly, Percy agreed. 
| “Suppose I fix us all some lunch. We can relax and... I 
lon’t know ... I guess talk about it before we try the next 
tep,” said Claire, looking around the room for approval. 
“f have an even better idea I'd like to propose.” Aarons 
soke before she had time to head for the kitchen. “When 
srcy has had a chance to catch her breath, I’d like all of us 
» have lunch at Fraunces Tavern. There’s an atmosphere ani 
n aura of antiquity about the place that would be helpful for 
ne to absorb. It will save time if I can do it while we're hav- 
ng lunch. Afterward, I think I'd like to walk over to Trinity 
“Wahurch, sort of walking the same path Percy took when she 
# st saw her sister. I think I might have better luck if I can 
onjure up some sort of feeling in that area.” 

“Jf you think it’ll help, I’m willing to try,” agreed Sam. 
 “Isn’t there anything else we can do to help you, Dr. 
Aarons?” Percy inquired. 4 
' “Yes, my dear. You can pray for me...and for Angie.” 

) They stood looking at each other for a moment, then Percy 

nmned to the others to excuse herself. “I'd like to change if 

ou don’t mind,” she said as she left the room. 3 : 

' “What makes you think you can actually accomplish this 
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transfer of matter through time, Dr. Aarons? Has it ever 
' been done successfully?” Gordon questioned. 

“Not that I know of, Gordon. It’s been talked of a grou 
deal over the years, but I don’t know of any instance where i! 
has actually been done. But then I don’t know of any reasoi 
for doing it as urgent as this one. I’m counting very stronjly 
on that to aid me.” 

“But suppose it doesn’t, suppose you don’t succeed?” David 
presented the thought uppermost on everybody’s mind. 

“If I feel that I’m not succeeding after a reasonabli 
amount of time, I intend to try to find someone to help me," 
answered Aarons. 

“But you just told her . . .” Gordon began in protest, when 
Aarons interrupted, anticipating what he was about to say. 

“No, not Percy. She’s done enough. I was being hones! 
when I said I didn’t think she was in fit condition to try. | 
don’t actually know who will come to help me, but it’s nol 
your kind of help I’m talking of.” 

“Then who?” Claire was puzzled and unable to fathom 
what other kind of help there might be for him. 

Aarons smiled at her and shook his head. “No one here, 
Claire. I’ve decided to try the same sort of thing that took 
Angie back to wherever she is now ... back to the beginning 
of the 1800s:” 

Her eyes widened. “Are you really serious?” she asked. 

“Perfectly serious. The ghosts are my friends. Surely there 
must be someone who lived at that time who would like to 
use my body to relive a certain portion of his life. It seems 
perfectly plausible to me that if Angelica could reach for An 
gie, maybe if I can make myself mentally receptive, there’ 
someone who could help me bridge the same time gap.” 

Sam had known his friend a long time and had come to 
accept a number of things which could not be logically ex 
plained, but this was beyond all belief, as well as highly dan 
gerous. He felt obligated to protest. 

“Suppose you end up as a criminal,” he warned Aarons. 

Damon had to smile at this suggestion. It wasn’t completely 
out of the realm of possibility and the thought had also oc 
curred to him. “I seriously doubt if there’s much danger of 
that. I can’t imagine a criminal wanting to live his life over 
again. It couldn’t have been very pleasant. No, I think it will 
have to be someone ... like Angelica ... who believes that in 
reliving a certain period of his life, he can avert some mis: 
take or prevent some tragedy. At least, that’s my hope. If I’m 


it could be to our advantage. If I’m wrong ... well, we 
p enough problems without anticipating those that may 
happen. And once back there, I’ll have a better oppor- 

hity of finding Angelica, or rather Angie, I meant to say.” 
All right, suppose you do get back there and you do find 
igie? What makes you so sure that you can transfer both of 


ou back here?” Gordon wanted to know. 


hat’s the greatest unknown of all. It would be far better 
‘I could remain here and send someone else. That way I 


Wuld have more control over the return, but it’s not possible. 


will simply have to take the chance and worry about the 
n when the time comes. I will have the advantage of re- 
hing my own consciousness because I’m willing myself back. 
igie was taken back without being aware of what was hap- 
ning; she was totally possessed by this other spirit or will. 
most I will only be partially under the influence of some 
ther spirit. So I should be able to will myself back, when the 
h is completed and I have Angie with me.” 
Aarons spoke so matter-of-factly about it that David had 
le impression he might have been talking of going next door 
} borrow a cup of sugar instead of transmitting himself back 
| time nearly two hundred years. The whole thing was now 
yond David, and all he could do was follow along and ac- 
pt. The plan was so preposterous as to be unbelievable if he 
Spped to reason it out. 
Total acceptance was the only avenue open to any of 
fom. Aarons gave the impression of being in complete con- 
fol of himself and the situation. If it’s humanly possible to 
> this thing, thought Claire, Damon is going to accomplish 
, His eyes shone with anticipation and challenge as he 
filed at them. Good heavens, she thought, he’s actually 
oking forward to it. 
» Lunch at the Tavern was a quiet affair for the group. Sam 
lad the feeling that they were conspirators: Percy was edgy 
nd picked at her lunch, having little appetite for anything; 
larons, on the other hand, ate with great relish, and pro- 
jounced everything quite delightful. He had even ordered 
fine to accompany the meal, which rather surprised them all. 
Veryone had expected that he would be very serious and 
jlemn, but, on the contrary, he was in the best of spirits, the 


Most carefree of them all. During the meal, he kept glancing 
ifound the tavern, observing as many details as he could ... 


size and shape of the windows, the ceiling and lighting 
es, the walls, the bar, soaking up as much of the atmo- 
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At one point, he leaned for 
e could sense the antiquity I" 
her previous visit. She 
girl, I knew I could 


e as he could. 


“Good. Just think of either one of us .. 
ntrate on making con 


. I mean seriously 
of us occasionally. 


tact with either 


't worry if you're not able to do it. I don’t anticipate 


After all, if I can go, why couldn’t I 


turning. 
back? But I would feel more comfortable if I knew you 


ew Dr. Aarons aside. “Il 
through with this by 


a} ink I could be of help that way?” 
" #Yes, Percy. You could be my anchor to pull me back if I 


and placed it in the 
r’s, She gave it to me 
lowed anyone else to 
She'll recognize that i! 
She'll know it belonji 


she died. I’ve never 


the year before 
keep it, not even Angie 
she recognizes anything fr 


were surprised to find the others about a block behind 
_ Their conversation had so occupied them that they had 
tten about the others. “I didn’t realize we were in such a 
to get here,” laughed Aarons. “You wait here for them. 
ect the Hamilton gravesite. When they catch 
them along. P’'ll wait for you there,” he said, 


take it. I’'d feel bet 


to me and that she can trust 


ocket and held it in 


Aaron closed his fingers 
rcy’s hand and 


n his pocket an 
t fob. “And you m 


ed the locket i 
beautifully wrough 
this for me. It bel 
have someone and 
you and this w 
ismans,” he said, 


and if I need to 
I will focus on 


something to h 
e can exchange t 


h. Upon my return, w 
handing it to her. 


he wanted to tak 


Aarons. I'll take good care 
er they started up 


of it, you can be sure,” she told him. 


_ As Gordon opened the door, they were startled by a 
explosion which seemd to come from the street. Simulta- 
ed, straining to see what might have caused 
unusual noise. It seemed rather odd that no one around 
appeared to be aware of anything amiss. The pedestri- 
were still rushing to and fro, the cars were still whizzing 
on Broadway. They were, apparently, the only people who 

been alarmed by the loud report. Finding no other solu- 
erception. | . tion, David ‘at last volunteered, “Probably some car back- 


wded narrow streets, 


eir way along the cro 
He tucked her hand 


walk with him. 
to ask you to do some 
“There’s no danger inv 
ter and me. Will 


As they made th 
Aarons asked Percy to 
under his arm. “I want 
my dear,” he explained. 
of great help to your sis 
d his head to look at her 

“11 do whatever you ask ... 
wondering what this requ 

“J value your sensitivity, yo 
believe that with use you 


if I can,” Percy assured him, 


ur extrasensory P' 


d develop them to @ high | 4 
“J suppose you're ri 


ght,” agreed Sam. 


you to exercise them 
I would like you to keep your m 
if you can. It may help us to re- ) 


degree. But for now, I 
My request is this ... 
Angie and me, 


Gordon again opene 


d the bronze door and they all entered 


y “To the left,” whispered Claire, indicating the door on the 
which led to the churchyard and the graves of the 


e time comes,” he said. 
“Pm not sure of what I should do, 


miltons. Gordon nodded 


in response as they all moved in 
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the direction of the graveyard beside the church. Percy wai 
the first one to enter the graveyard. 

“Isn’t that strange?” she said. “I never noticed that there 
was a haze today.” And there was a slight hazy vapor all 
through the churchyard, not enough to dull their vision bul 
enough for them all to be aware of its presence. 

__ Slowly they walked toward the graves of the three Hamil 
tons, looking carefully through the area as they went. There 
_ Was no sign of Aarons anywhere in the cemetery. 

“Are you sure he came here, Percy?” Sam asked her. 

“I saw him go through the door. He said he’d meet us at 
the Hamilton gravesite.” 

“Maybe he went back into the church and is in one of the 
other rooms. Let’s take a look before we jump to conclu 
sions,” said Gordon, 

_ “No, it’s no use, Gordon,” answered his wife in a very sub 
dued voice. “He’s gone. I know it. He’s made the trip back to 
Angie.” ; 

Gordon looked at her for a minute. “Well,” he said, “it 
-won’t hurt to look anyway.” 

Uncertainly, they entered the church together. There was 
no sign of Aarons that they could see. 

“Tm awfully tired, Gordon. I think I’ll sit down and wail 
for the rest of you to look for him if you don’t mind,” Percy 
told him. 

“Nobody will mind, honey, you go ahead,” he assured her. 
Percy began to walk slowly down the aisle to the front of 
_ the church. David watched in alarm. He turned to Gordon 
___who was standing beside him. 

“Stop her,” he said. “She’s going into the same pew that 
Angie did. I don’t know what it means, Gordon, but don’t let 
her do it.” That was all Gordon needed to be told to start 
him in pursuit of his wife. He reached her as she was about 

_ to sit down, and he put out his hand to stop her. 

“Let’s go, honey. I think we’ve seen enough,” he said qui- 
etly. 

“I only want to sit and rest for a minute. I’m all right, 

really, Gordon. I’m just a little . . . no, a lot. . . worn out 
from everything. You sit beside me if you'll feel better.” 
Then she leaned her hands on the pew in front of her and 
rested her head on them. For several minutes she stayed that 
way. Sam had returned from the other churchyard where he 
had gone in search of Aarons and, together with David and 
Claire, stood waiting near the door for Percy and Gordon to 
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| them. Without lifting her head Percy said softly, “He’s 


. He’s gone. . . . He’s there. Angie .. . where are you? . “: 
e... Aarons... it’s black, so black... help me.... 


gn quietly and effortlessly, she slumped onto the floor. 


don bent over her in alarm. The three companions, seeing 
y vanish beneath the seat and Gordon bending over her, 


th ed forward to help. Somehow, they succeeded in lifting 


from her crumpled heap on the floor and laid her gently 


the pew. She was limp. Her eyes were closed. She was 


onscious, but she was breathing and she was still here. But 
Damon Aarons was gone, and no one even dared guess 


’ 


he pistol, he patient! ball into the muzzle 
ind jammed it down with the ramrod. Holding the pistol in 


Ch a pter XIV ‘small hole in the dummy alongside the others. He smiled at 


‘Ais own skill and accuracy. He was a pretty damn good shot 
+- possibly one of the best around. Around where? he won- 
dered, turning his gaze from the target to investigate his sur- 
oundings. He found them very pleasing. He seemed to be in | 
the midst of a large park or property. There was a wide 
pacious expanse of green lawn, magnificently well-groomed 
gardens with beautiful shrubs and flowers, and a brook which 
emptied into a pond before continuing its journey down the 
hillside. A short distance a’ 


Dr. Damon Aarons blinked his eyes against the bright 
morning sun and rubbed his forehead with his left hand. Hi 
wasn't sure whether the pain in his head 


i _ Ponds, trees appearing singly and in clusters. On the left, in 

{| still smoking. It had apparently just been fired. He wonderei| | the distance, he thought he detected the roofs of buildings 

bi if that might have been the loud noise he was vaguely aware |) and what appeared to be church spires. Obviously it was a 
MN of hearing. He let his arm fall abruptly. His gaze followed 


_ town, perhaps a city. It was a most peaceful, tranquil scene. 
_ It seemed to have a soothing effect on Aarons. He was aware 


| i him, a short distance ahead, nailed to a straight, stalwart oak the pain in his head had diminished, for which he was grate- 
ie tree, was the outline of a man, carved or cut from a thick |W ful. What city would that be, he wondered? Could ite 
iy block of wood. It’s a target, thought Aarons. Then, raising “ould it possibly be New York? Is that what New York 
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Closing his eyes, he let his own thoughts hang in abeyance, 
hoping the other personality would bring some further clue to 
answer the questions chasing each other around in his mind, 
He breathed deeply and rhythmically, a calmness spread over 
him, a feeling of satisfaction, fulfillment; he smiled slightly to 
himself. 

“This has been a long time in coming,” he said, opening 
his eyes. “Our relationship has been building to this climax 
for many years; it was inevitable, I suppose.” His voice was 
deep, melodic, persuasive. He caught sight of the gun, which 
he had placed on the desk in front of him. “I do not plan to 
be unprepared for our meeting,” he said, staring at it in satis- 
faction. Moving it slightly, he picked up a letter he had 


- started earlier that morning. It was dated 20 June 1804, New 


York. He had begun to draft a reply to a letter he had re- 
ceived the day before, but he had been uncertain of how to 
finish the message. Therefore, he had deemed it best to delay 
its completion, choosing instead to practice shooting at the 
target.as he did every morning. He liked to keep his aim ac- 
curate. Now he was prepared to finish the letter. His eye 
glanced over what he had written, lingering on the words, 
“There is nothing of that sincerity and delicacy which you 
profess to Value.” That was as far as his thoughts had carried 
him. Picking up his quill, he dipped it into the inkwell just in 
front of him and proceeded to complete the letter. Nearly 
done, he paused and thought, contemplating the phrasing he 
should use. Again he dipped the quill with ink and began to 
write slowly and deliberately, ending the message with “fur- 
nish me with new reasons for requiring a definite reply.” 
Then with a flourish, he signed the letter—Aaron Burr. 

‘A shudder went through the man who had just finished this 
letter. Aarons struggled to control the mind once again. My 
God, is it true, then? My thoughts of Theodosia, this letter 
demanding an explanation or apology for some offense of 
honor. Is it possible that I have become Aaron Burr? For the 
first time, his eye was caught by a small painting of a man 
on the left corner of the desk. Under it was written, “Aaron 
Burr, a portrait by John Vanderlyn.” Dr. Aarons stared at 
the portrait, then at the letter. Reaching out his hand, he 
lifted the small painting gently from its place at the desk. He 


examined it closely, then hesitantly, tentatively, he felt his | 

own features. Remembering that he had admired a mirror in | 

the hall, he rose from his chair, the picture held in front of 

him, and slowly retraced his steps back to the hall until he 
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standing in front of the mirror. His eyes were riveted to 
portrait. He was afraid to lift them and encounter his 
n image in the mirror. Only with difficulty did he tear his 
e away from the painted image in his hand and finally 
ok at his reflection in the glass. Yes, it was true. It was true. 
ing back at him was the man whose portrait he held in his 
nd. He had, indeed, incredibly become Aaron Burr. His 
ind began to spin and reel from the shock of his discovery. 
His head was beginning to ache again. Perhaps he should re- 
n immediately to his own time, while he could ... if he 
gould. But he stood there motionless, unable to bring himself 
» act, the picture clutched tightly in his hand, staring at his 
m reflection in the mirror. Slowly, a smile spread over his 
e, a faint one, but a smile nonetheless. With satisfaction, 
le looked at the portrait he held in front of him. “A very 
90d likeness, I think. I was right to sponsor this young 
inter. He is most talented.” Letting his hand which held the 
Picture fall to his side, he returned to the library and replaced 
the portrait on the desk. He lifted the message he had com- 
pleted and read it again, nodding his head in agreement and 
satisfaction. The ink had dried since he finished the signature. 
Carefully and precisely, he folded the message. He lit the 
White candle on his desk, lifted and tilted it to melt the 
sealing wax, and smiled as the hot wax fell onto the edge of 
he letter. Then he took his seal and banged it determinedly 
into the hot wax. A steely cold look came into his eyes as he 
furveyed the letter. “The deed is done,” he said softly to him- 
if. Picking up the pistol, he caressed it fondly as he crossed 
he room to place it in the case beside the other dueling pis- 
fol, latching the box and laying it on its proper shelf to wait 
for his next target practice. 


” 
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Chapter XV 


Angelica held the reins lightly in her hands. It was not 
necessary for her to guide the horse too strictly. The honey: 
colored mare pulling the light gig made the trip almost daily 
with Alexander as he traveled from his country home to his 
office on Wall Street and back again in time for dinner with 
the family. So Angelica let the horse have its head on the 
trip, knowing that the horse was more familiar with the route 
into New York than she was. Since the family had moved to 
the Grange, her expeditions into the city were infrequent. She 
did not miss the hustle and bustle of the thriving port town, 
for she preferred the quiet of the country to the cries of the 
street vendors. She did miss seeing her friends whenever she 
wished, and she missed the frequent visits of her Aunt Angel: 
ica and her cousins, Angelica and Blizabeth Church. She 
missed dropping by Mr. Benjamin Cart’s shop to chat about 
music with him when he happened to be in the city. She 
missed her music lessons with Mr. Mueller and learning to 
play the organ. She missed promenading in Battery Park, and 
she still missed Philip. Most of all, she missed Philip, and she 
could never think of New York without thinking of him and 
the things they did together. She had not mentioned it to 
Mama and Papa, but she intended to stop at Trinity Church 
to lay on his grave a bouquet of flowers she had gathered 
from the garden at the Grange just before she left. She sus: 
pected that Papa, in his infrequent moments at liberty, also 
paused at the graveyard to stand for a few minutes at the 
side of Philip’s grave. 

It was Papa who suggested that she take the gig into New 
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fork. He preferred to work in His library at home and 
puldn’t be needing it. Mama thought it a very good idea, 
ino. Angelica was pleased because it was Papa’s pride and 
the had never been trusted to take it alone before. 

\ Blizabeth and Angelica had planned to spend the day in 
en together. It had been a long time since the two of 


had been free of the house and children and could de- 
time to each other. Angelica, now nineteen years old, 
Was old enough to enjoy her mother’s companionship enor- 
ously when the opportunity presented itself for them to be 
Ogether, but that happened all too infrequently. With Eliza- 
beth’s encouragement, Angelica was again attending some of 

© social functions held by her friends and her interest in the 
yer, frivolous youthful affairs was returning. She was, at 
st, showing some signs of being interested in the young men 
s saw at these parties. It pleased her mother to discover in 
ese signs the proof that she was beginning to recover from 
e sad melancholy which fell upon her after the death of 
Philip. They had all grieved for him, but when Angelica did 

ot seem to be recovering from her sorrow after a suitable 
ength of time, the aviary had been a marvelous hobby for her. 
Angelica lavished a great deal of time and attention and love 
‘On her birds. She read extensively to learn about their proper 

> and habits. In fact, the entire family now took an inter- 
t in these tiny feathered creatures, so contagious was Angel- 
lea’s enthusiasm for them. Betsy had intended that today they 
hould stop at the shop of Elizabeth Anderson on the corner 
“of Greenwich and Chambers streets to see if she had some 
lew cunning bird that Angelica might desire to add to her 
Pollection, along with one or two of the ingenious toys they 
had been told the paroquets might use to amuse themselves. 
It'did seem strange to think of a bird climbing a ladder or ac- 
jally swinging himself back and forth on a special contrap- 
on, but Angelica had been assured they did such things and 
was anxious to witness her birds entertaining themselves in 
his manner. But the stop at the bird shop was only meant to 
be one of several on their itinerary, and it was by no means 
“the most important one at that. The real purpose of the trip 
Was to arrange for a new gown to be made for Angelica. 
‘Aunt Angelica Church had decided to allow her daughters to 
sive a ball for their young friends. The invitation to Angelica 
“and to Alex, Jr., had arrived the day before and caused much 
‘excitement in the house. Alex, Jr., was a social being by 
Mature and delighted in attending parties, dinners, theater, 


215 


¥ 
Me 
a 
/ 


and dances. He and Angelica talked merrily about the friends 
they would surely meet at the ball. Alex, Jr., demanded that 
he be allowed to have a new shirt and coat fashioned for the 
affair, to allow him to look his handsomest. 

“Nonsense,” said his mother. “Your raven-gray waistcoat \y 
quite handsome and serviceable. Perhaps I can find some new 
silver buttons to brighten it a little. As to a shirt, I shall give 
it some thought, but there’s no need for you to try to out 
shine every young dandy in New York society. You will be 
far more appealing to the young ladies if you simply let your 
inner self shine through. If your conversation is interesting 
and stimulating, no one will bother to notice what you ar 
wearing, my dear Alex.” 

“But what shall I wear, Mama?” pleaded Angelica. “Ane 
gelica and Elizabeth have so many beautiful .gowns, and 
sometimes they come from France, too. I’m afraid that I shall 
look like the poor country cousin that I am, and feel like it, 
too. 

“Of course, you must have a new dress, not one to com 
pare with your cousins, perhaps, but no matter. In the total 
effect, you'll be surpassingly lovely. Tomorrow you and I will 
take the carriage into the city and select the proper material 
and style for a new gown. You must also have shoes to 
match the gown. And we can stop at the bird-seller’s shop to 
see about these small toys that interest you so. I do belive it 
would be pleasant to stop for tea with your Aunt Angelica. 
Would that please you, my dear?” 

“Oh, Mama, might we do that? I would so much enjoy 
having the two of us do those things together.” She embraced 
her mother affectionately. “What color do you think I should 
choose for the gown?” 

“T think we might consider a light green or soft rose color 
They're both very becoming to you, or perhaps a_ blue. 
You've always looked so lovely in blue with your fair hair.” 
Betsy herself was partial to green and very nearly always 
thought of that color first. 

“Do you think I might have a garnet or mulberry color? 
They look so pretty over a white petticoa a 

“But they seem so dark and look much too warm for a 
summer’s night. Why not leave those colors until winter? 
There will be many more parties for you after this one. We 
will begin to do some entertaining ourselves this fall. Would 
you like that, dear?” 

“Do you think we might, truly, Mama? I should love it so 
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“Wuch. Would it be possible to have a ball here at Christmas- _ 
e? Do you think Papa would agree?” Angelica was 
owing quite merry at the prospect. It had been a very long 
me that she had given no thought to parties or dinners and 
ns a little surprised to find herself so eager. “Perhaps I have 
sed the fun of such amusements more than I realized,” 
he confided to her mother a bit ruefully. 
| “How happy it makes me to see you so light of heart 
‘Again, my dearest Angelica. The furnishing of the house is 
arly. completed now, only very small touches remain to the 
rating. I believe even your father will be happy to begin 
ntertaining again ... and, to be quite truthful, so shall I.” 
stsy smiled wistfully, remembering the many times she had 
ished she never had to hold another levee or give another 
inner or attend another dance. But that was during the time 
lexander was the newly appointed Secretary of Treasury 
nd she, consequently, was the third lady of the land. It had 
seen Lady Washington, Abigail Adams, and Elizabeth Hamil- 
lion, in that order, during those years. Betsy’s children had 
een small and needed her at home; her husband was impor- 
fant and popular and needed her to assist him. Combining the 
wo worlds was difficult and exhausting, but she had managed 
lo bear up somehow. On leaving that world, she thought she 
ould never want to entertain again; but here she sat with 
her daughter, talking of holding dinners and parties with as 
much delight as Angelica herself. 

' But Betsy was prevented from making the trip into the city 
the next morning. Young Philip had fallen ill during the 
hight and was growing feverish. She daren’t leave him. It 

stressed her to tell Angelica that the trip must be post- 
iponed, and Angelica had been so disappointed at the prospect 
Of waiting until his recovery, which might take several days, 
That at length, Betsy suggested she might make the trip her 
herself. Papa thought it an excellent solution and decided that 
“ghe must take his gig rather than the carriage. The gig was 
ight and easy to handle and she could manage it herself. Be- 
fo e leaving, Angelica had agreed that she would select some 
“goft pleasing pastel color, or if none of these suited her fancy, 
‘then she might wish to have a dress‘made of white, which she 
favored. Betsy counseled her to look at the silk taffetas rather 
“than the satins and velvets. “The taffetas are lighter and more 
tomfortable in the hot weather,” she reasoned. Angelica as- 
‘sured her mother that she would take care to select something 
“suitable. By the time they had finished planning her itinerary, 
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was assisting her. 
i | I'm afraid the color would be too daring for me to wear,” 
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" Angelica had heard it whispered about that she had 
i him into the marriage. , 
do believe the truth of it, but one must credit her with a 
accomplishment however it was managed, for by so do- 
the has become the wealthiest woman in the country, so 


¥e been told. For a woman who started from her base be- 


ngs, it is a most remarkable thing to have risen so high.” 
welica winced slightly at the last remark. It was true, of 

that the newly married Madame Jumel was born ille- 
tely, but the birth of Alexander Hamilton had also 


Wen illegitimate and she found it an unpleasant subject to 


Unally, after much discussion and with the aid of Mrs. 
pherd, she selected a very lovely piece of celestial-blue 
‘taffeta, which had a most becoming aspect against Angel- 


% fair skin and light hair. Mrs. Shepherd suggested that 


‘might prefer not to powder her hair but to wear it in its 
shade. “It’s the very latest fashion from Europe,” she 


lired the young girl. “And the fiaxen color of your hair 


the blue silk to its best advantage. You must try to 


ifsuade your mother that fashion changes with the times. 
‘gure she’ll agree.” 


much discussion and after viewing many sketches, 
elica at length settled on the style of the gown. She pre- 
fed that it be extremely simple. It was to have a very full 
| 2 fitted bodice, and sleeves full and to the elbow. The 
¥ ornamentation would be some flowers of rose Italian 
and tiny white bows fashioned of white silk. These 
tild be placed about the neckline, around the edges of the 
ves, and spaced at random about the skirt. Angelica asked 
Alength of the material to take with her in order that Mr. 
more on Queen Street might make for her a pair of blue 
Shoes to be decorated with the same rose gauze flowers 
/small white satin bows. She also asked for a small square 
material to keep so that she could show her mother what 
had chosen. 
eaving the shop, she had gone no more than a dozen 
when she caught sight of a familiar figure and stopped 
ite still. She was uncertain whether it would be best to re- 
to the relative safety of Mr. Shepherd’s store or to cross 
‘street and avoid a meeting or whether to remain where 
§ was and pretend to be gazing in the shop window. Unfor- 
ely, she did not have time to decide which course of ac- 
f to take, for the man she had seen exiting from Mr. Hugh 
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Gaines’s bookstore had also recognized her. There was |i 
way she could now avoid at least exchanging pleasantri# 
with him. ‘As she looked at her feet in embarrassed silence, lif 
raised his hat and said, “Good day to you, Miss Hamill 
T’ve not seen you in such a very long time. This is, indecd, # 
most pleasant surprise.” 

Lifting her eyes to his face, she replied, “Good day to yolh 
Mr. Burr... I mean, Mr. Vice-President.” Her uncertainty i 
what to call him caused a flush. of hot pink color to rush (i 
her cheeks. 

He smiled graciously, amused at her confusion. “My dol 
Angelica, there’s really no need for such formality. It’s quill 
permissible to an old and dear acquaintance such as yoursell 
to address me as Mr. Burr. Then, too, you know, I shall nd 
be ‘Mr. Vice-President’ much longer. But I’m sure you mill 
be aware of that fact.” She detected a note of hard, coll 
irony in his voice as he added the last phrase. “But no mal 
ter, life is a perpetually changing pattern; nothing remain) 
constant, does it?” 

“No, sir, I suppose it doesn’t,” she agreed, hoping he would 
drop the conversation there, bid her.adieu and go on his way 
leaving her to to hers. But he showed no signs of departing 
her company at all. 

: “You've blossomed into quite an attractive young wom) 
since last we met, Angelica. I must write Theodosia that she 
was right in this opinion, too. She always said you would one 
day be the fairest woman in all New York. She maintained 
that you had a gentility that was unique, and I perceive, now, 
that she was correct.” He cast an appraising glance over het, 
which included the whole of her from toe to head. She had 
the distinct impression that the look of approval on his face 
had little to do with what gentility she might possess. 

‘And how is dear Theo?” she asked him. They had been 
the closest of friends in the days when they were growing up) 
Then the two families lived in the same block on Wall Strect 
But Theo belonged in her past, the same past which helt 
memories of Philip, and Angelica had tried desperately to pu 
that past from her mind since they had moved to the Grange 
It was a past that held harsh memories for her. 

j She is very well, my dear. And most happy at the presen! 
time. She writes me that she is the mother of a new little boy 
like none other in the world. I am the grandfather of the 
most handsome, most brilliant young male child’ ever born 
since the beginning of time, she informs me... and I’m in 
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to believe her.” The pleasure in his voice and the de- 
on his face caused Angelica to relax a bit. She saw 2 
es of feeling in his eyes which fascinated and attracted 

, Looking into his still-handsome face, she found it dif- 
It to believe that this man in his late forties could be a 


of the strong and bitter feelings which had arisen be- 
gon her father and this man in the past few years, it would 
have surprised her to find that he had sprouted a pair of 
and carried a pitchfork instead of a walking stick. 
secretly deep down in the corners of her mind, she held 
responsible for Philip’s death. George Backer had been a 
wer of Burr; therefore, she reasoned, the blame roust ul- 
tely lie at Mr. Burr’s feet. But on this bright sunshiny 
in June, looking into his large hypnotic. eyes, she found 
not formidable or repulsive : as she had expected, but 
gely, warmly, humanly appealing. It was easy for her to 
jnderstand why women found him irresistibly charming. She 
was enjoying his company, in spite-of herself. 
“Please send Theo my congratulations and affection. I 
wid be most happy to see her and the baby if they return 
ber York to visit with you. What name was he chris- 


Ite of the differences between him and her father, in spite 
the fact that he was more than twice her age, Angelica 
s drawn to this man this morning. She no longer wanted to 
fin from him but was pleased that he apparently enjoyed her 
company enought to want to prolong their talk. 

“Where are you bound this morning, Angelica?” 


attend a ball and I’ve not been to one in such a long time 
that I truly had nothing suitable to wear. Now I must take 
some of the silk stuff to have slippers made also.” 

“What did you choose? Something soft in a silk, I hope. 
None of those stiff heavy velvets or brocades for you. And 
fomething simple, I should venture. The new daring French 
en are better left to... well, let us just say to others,” 

remarked. 


f) 
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“What a remarkable thing that you could know what | 
would choose.” 

“A delicate young woman should be clothed in a soft dell 
cate gown.” 

“It’s to be a celestial blue.” 

“An excellent choice. I’m sure it will be most becoming 
And, of course, you must have slippers to match. Which 
shoemaker do you favor?” 

“Mr. Gilmore on Queen Street has always made shoes for 
Mama and me. We find him most satisfactory.” 

A commendable choice. I’ve finished my business of thé 
day. I came to purchase a new volume by Voltaire which Mr, 
Gaines notified me he had just received, and so, I am free, 

Il escort you to Mr. Gilmore’s establishment.” He tucked 
her arm under his and they began to stroll leisurely in the 
direction of Queen Street. “It’s uncommonly pleasant weather 
for 80 late in June. One must take advantage of it while it's 
here,” he told her, gracing her with a dazzling smile. “I had 
thought to take a stroll today but did not anticipate such 4 
Pleasant companion.” 

Angelica returned his smile, blossoming under the flattery 

of this famous man. He was, after all, the Vice-President of 
the country and had very nearly been President. Looking at 
his engaging smile, listening to his good-humored gossip and 
amiable conversation, Angelica found it hard to reconcile in 
her mind that this man had just waged a long and bitter 
battle against Judge Morgan Lewis for the governorship of 
New York State and lost by an overwhelming margin. His re- 
Sounding defeat was due in a great part to the active cam: 
Paigning of her father on behalf of Morgan Lewis. But if he 
harbored any vindictiveness toward Alexander, it was not ap- 
parent to Angelica. She was surprised to find that she could 
relish his companionship to such an extent. 
_In Mr. Gilmore’s shop, he showed an astounding familiar- 
ity with women’s slippers and was, indeed, quite helpful. It 
was not until they departed the shop that Angelica began to 
feel uncomfortable with her companion. In front of the es- 
tablishment, Mr. Burr hesitated, then facing her abruptly, he 
said, “Angelica, may I take you to my home to dine with me? 
I seem to be free of social obligations these days and would 
value your company.” When she hesitated he added, “TI have 
something of utmost importance that I wish to discuss with 
you and would prefer to do so in privacy.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Burr, for the invitation, but I’m expected 
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hy Aunt Angelica’s this afternoon and could not spare the 
to dine with you. However, if there is something I can 
for you, I would be happy to consider it.” She could not 
ne what he might choose to discuss with her of such im- 
lance, but she had an uneasy feeling now and wished he 
ld bid her good day. 
hen you will be gracious enough to venture so far as the 
ik with me? There we can sit in comfort, and I will tell 
| what is troubling me.” 
you wish it, but I must hurry now in order to finish my 
Dping and be in time to stop at Aunt Angelica’s.” The 
ness was growing and it disturbed her not to be able to 
Tmine the cause. 
mney strolled along in silence. She withdrew her arm once 
rder to lift her skirts as they crossed a particularly unsa- 
fy street. When they were safely on the other side, how- 
f, she did not return it to his arm, and he either failed to 
tice or thought it best to leave her alone. Selecting a bench 
path the shade of a great chestnut tree, they sat together 
hout speaking for what seemed like a considerable length 
ime. At last, Aaron Burr turned to her, and she lifted her 
to meet his level gaze. She studied his face closely. 
wiething about him is different, she thought. He’s the same 
on Burr, and yet he’s different. What an odd sensation. 
ad yet, what caused her to think so, she couldn’t say. Maybe 
t would be a better word than think, she decided. Somehow 


i sensed a change had taken place, quietly, unobtrusively, 


the difference was indisputably evident. She was troubled 


b be aware of this change, a little frightened, perhaps, but 


e than ever fascinated by this man. She had never before 
srienced such a sensation, never before been drawn and 


Wpulsed at the same time by anyone. The feeling made her 


comfortable. He seemed to be struggling with some inner 
a sardonic smile replaced the charming one which had 
ptivated her a short time before, but when she frowned at 
sight of it, it vanished to be replaced again by one more 
sant and relaxed. Grasping her so firmly by the arm that 
instinctively pulled back, Aarons drew her closer to him, 
king intently into her eyes, he said softly, “Angelica, you 


Must come away with me. It’s most urgent that we leave as 
On as possible. You’re in grave danger.” 


She couldn’t believe her ears. The words echoed through 

r mind, and she fought hard to subdue the feeling of panic 

g within her. It can’t be true, she thought. He must be 
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mad, perhaps as a result of the d 
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- such a possibility was incredible, Surely, Mr. Burr kned 


what the repercussions from 
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ible, but he couldn’t leave until Angelica agreed to go 
him. How much easier it would have been if she had re- 
some remembrance of her life in the twentieth cen- 
, but perhaps, he could help her to recall some of that 
This afternoon had served a good purpose. He was now 
wrinin that she was the personality of Angelica and that it 
ZZ. be impossible to lay the truth before this sensitive girl 
out terrifying her. For if it had been a difficult concept 
for the people in his own century, how much more 
it for someone to comprehend in 1804? No, he must go 
t his task subtly, gently, and persuasively, but he must 
work swiftly. It would be a great help if he could do it 
out the interference of Aaron Burr. He smiled ruefully, 
Wondering if Aaron Burr were as aware of his presence as he 
Wu of Burr, and wondering what Mr. Burr might try to 
Wake of it if he were. 
He was startled out of his speculation by Angelica’s voice 
ing, “Please let go my arms, Mr. Burr. You're hurting 
c.. In response, he relaxed his hold a little, but he did not 
go. He was afraid she might run away from him and the 
opportunity would be lost. : 

Angelica, you must not be frightened of me. I wish you 

fo harm. I only wish to help you. You must believe that I do 
say these things to alarm you but because I know they’re 
. You are in very grave danger. Your only hope is with 

. I can save you, but you must trust in me without the 

Ightest reservation. You must be willing:to do as I say. A 

adful thing is about to happen. Neither of us can prevent 

or change the course of events. Our only hope is to leave 

fore this hideous act takes place. You must come away © 
with me.” He could tell by the widening of her eyes that she 
Was alarmed. He longed to comfort her, to reassure her, but 
tvery word he uttered seemd to be having the opposite effect. 
He wondered if he might transport her against her will, but 
doubted that this would be advisable except as a last resort; 
fven then the outcome would be questionable. He hoped to 
Avoid the necessity. 

“Sir, you must know that I can do no such thing, if I 
desired it. Do you mean to elope and to marry me? Or do 
os intend to defile me and keep me as your mistress for as 
long as I please you? Either way, you must be aware that my 
father would not allow such an act to go unrevenged. He 
Would most certainly search you out and kill you,” she pro- 
tested. 
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“Or I him,” answered the silken and cold voice of Aaroy 
Burr with what sounded like a trace of pleasure. Aarons wi) 
alarmed by the sound, and an involuntary shiver ran dow) 
the spine of Angelica. 

.“So you see, this is futile, 
friendship with Theodosia, and the friendship you once hw! 
for my father, release me, and we'll say nothing further abou) 
this. Even if you had marriage in mind, it-could not by 
There are too many obstacles to overcome. ... And then, wh) 
would you seek. me out, sir, when you might have your pict 
of any of the fair young ladies in the country?” 

: It is not marriage I am proposing to you, Angelica.” 

“Then you do me a great injustice, Mr. Burr. I considwy 
your suggestion a debasing insult, and I shall not grace |i 


with a reply. You surely could not expect me to agree to suc) | 


a thing.” Her voice filled with anger, hurt, and fright. 

you don’t understand, Angie. I want to save your life,’ 
sink presume too much to call me Angie. My name is A1 

ica. . 
you that I do not like the name.” This term of seeming en 
dearment only served to heighten her anger. 

Cs Again the hoped for result had reversed itself. The term 

Angie” had been deliberate. Aarons hoped that it migh 
bring some slight recognition to her mind, but it had not. In 
stead of encouraging her to trust in him, everything seemei 
to be driving her farther away. He was well aware of her ei 
gerness to be free of him. But if he released her now, he 
might not have another such opportunity. 

“I do not mean to either insult or alarm you, my dear 
Your safety and welfare are uppermost: in my mind. My 
desire is to protect you.” 

“I do not wish your protection,” she insisted. 

“But: you need it. Those closest to you are depending on 
me to save you from this dreaded affair. If you cannot bring 
yourself to trust in me, then have faith in their judgment.” 

“1 do have unquestioning faith in Mama and Papa. I know 
they wish only for my happiness. But I am certain they 
would not feel that my safety lies with you, Mr. Burr.” Why 
was she not able to despise the man as she knew she should? 
Why had she found him so compelling this afternoon, and 
why was she not able to tear herself away from him now! 
Was it possible that she actually wanted to throw her caution 
to the winds and run off with him? True, he terrified and re- 
pulsed her, but she found him exciting and wished to stay. 
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i. at her. 


. - No one has ever called me Angie, and I must tell | 


a 


is hands on her arms were both cruel and tender. Her mind 

#lin in a confused circle, trying to understand her feelings. 
"Angelica, you are so young. How can I explain to you 

(hat it is urgent for you to come with me and not frighten 


Mr. Burr. For the sake of my | lin the process?” His voice softened, his look became com- 


Wilonate, and his hands moved slowly from her upper arms 

take both her hands and hold them tenderly in his. His 
litge brown eyes were now full of warmth and concern as he 
“Your life is threatened by something that will 

ppen in the next few weeks. Unless you let me take you 
iwny from here, there is no way to save you from the terrible 
fite ahead.” ‘ 

"How do you know what will happen in the next few 


) A How can you possibly know what is in store for me?” 


¢ idea that he could see into her future renewed her alarm. 
"I can’t tell you how I know, only that I am certain it will 


| Wappen. Trust me, Angelica. Look at me. Do you see in my 


#yes 2 man who would wish you harm? You should not be so 
fonse, my dear. Relax. Let your mind rest.” His voice was 
persuasive, his eyes were hypnotic. Angelica felt herself suc- 
tmbing to his mesmerizing charm. Her body slacked, her 
iilnd grew easier, her face took on a look of tranquility. Her 
fonr was leaving and her fascination for this man, Aaron 
Wurr, was causing her to relax with him once more. 
Encouraged by the calmness he felt in her hands and the 
Winsome smile that had come to her face, Aarons resolved to 
to return them to the twentieth century together. Releas- 
A her hands, he reached into a pocket and drew forth a 
ly minted coin of silver. Holding it up to reflect the light, 
© said to her, “Look at this coin, my dear. Place your 
thoughts only on this. You must put your trust in me, Angie. 
e are going to go away together. You must be willing to go 
Wherever I take you. Are you willing to go with me, now, 


| Angie?” 


Angelica blinked her eyes. She shifted her gaze to his face 
ind stared at him with a serious look. She did not reply to his 
question but closed her eyes a minute. Why should he call 
her Angie? And why should that name disturb her? It was 
not her name. It was not! It was not! Her eyes flew open and 
the was conscious only of the fact that this man was her fa- 
ther’s sworn enemy. She must surely have lost her reason to 
be standing here with him or even to be talking with him, let 
Wlone listen to his seductive voice lulling her into the belief 
that she should go with him to some unknown destination. 
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Such a thing was shameful. Te ithi 
, . . Terror rose within her. She strij! 
a an hand, knocking the coin to the ground, then in fies 
ee ran from him with the speed that comes from panic i 
esperate need to find safety from some dark pursuing hii 


ror. Hot tears stung her eyes and trickled down her chcoh | 


Instinctively, she ran toward the gi 
’ gig. Home, hom as he 
“pe thought. If I can only reach tite T'll be safe. How cou 
ae - how could I stand and listen to that depraved man 
eernaity ee nearly allow myself to be persuaded to do hii 
ee N yen she climbed into the seat, smacked the hor 
nial wit the whip, and drove off. She was no longer |i 
ai By stopping at Elizabeth Anderson’s bird shop or |i 
i ing tea with Aunt Angelica and her cousins. Her onl 
oe was of home and the safety it offered her. 
se arons was stunned by the sudden flight of Angelica. |! 
ad seemed so close to realizing his mission. What could ha\ 
frightened her enough to make her run from him? He hi 
cig about to accomplish what had brought him here. |! 
pa ee was to pursue her, but he immediately put | 
‘om his mind. If she were frightened, chasing her woul 
only make her ™more so. Somehow he would have to find 11 
pies opportunity, make one if necessary. He must be patie 
BS gentle. But, it must be soon. Suddenly, he was distracte| 
a brilliant yellow flash of color. Focusing his mind on th 
pe or, he saw that it was the carriage which Stephen Jumw! 
ad just presented to his new bride, Eliza. The beauteoi 


Eliza was riding haughtily, protected by her parasol. She ww | 


dressed in a most becoming shade of pale mauv i 

ie her red-gold hair to perfection. A ‘aatdonte Cees 
tive smile sprang to his lips. He raised his hat to the lady ani 
she, in turn, smiled seductively at him. We are two of a kind 
he thought. opportunists both. Were I wealthy enough for hei 
and she intellectually inclined enough to satisfy myself, wh 
a magnificent pair we would have made. Ah me, he sighed 
How sad that she is the one who is wealthy now and I thi 
one who is billiant. He closed his eves and rubbed at them 
gentlv. He was tnable to understand why he should be sui 
denly-troubled with these headaches. They had come on him 
yesterday, and while they were not constant, still they wer 
persistent. Well, no matter. Dinner would most probably tak: 
care of that. The cold, calculating Took had returned to hh 
eves, coupled with the charm. as Aaron Burr ianuntily stroc 
down the street to the Tontine Coffee House to find compan 
ionship to go with his meal. 
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Angelica’s nerves were somewhat settled by the end of her 
jong journey home. She was completely calm as she climbed 
the steps to the front door of the house, but still she was eager 
i tell her father what had occurred that afternoon ..- well, . 
part of what happened. There was no need to precipitate an 
open quarrel with Mr. Burr. She wanted to tell him that ... 
well, she wasn’t quite certain how much she did want to tell 
him. She was only sure that she wanted him to tell her that 
the world was in order, that she was safe at home, that noth- 
fe terrible would happen to. her as long as he was alive... 

© was alive .. . alive.... The word stuck in her mind and re- 
fused to leave. She slowly became aware of a feeling of im- 

ding disaster. Her father must remain alive. She must see 
That he remained alive. She had grown suddenly cold with 
alarm. It was the same kind of feeling that she had experi- 
enced before Philip was killed. She decided, at last, that it 
would be best to tell her father nothing of her meeting with 
Mr. Burr. The decision eased the anxiety in her mind but did 
not remove it totally. : 

Knocking softly on the door of her father’s study, she tried 
to compose herself so that he would not be able to detect 
anything amiss. 

“You may come in,” called Alexander through the closed 
door. As she opened it, he rose from his chair and greeted 
her with enthusiasm. “Angelica, my dear, did you have a 
pleasant day? Did you arrange for a pretty gown?” 

“Yes, Papa, it’s going to be very lovely. I’m most pleased 
with it. It’s celestial blue with rose flowers and white bows. 
I'm sure you and Mama will be pleased with my slection.” 

He sat again at the chair of his desk while she sat on a 
corner of the desk looking at him. After some minutes, she 
said. “Papa, are you all right?” 

“Yes, of course, Iam. ... A little tired from overwork, but 
I'm in good health,” he answered her without looking up 
from the paper he was writing, then as the question began to 
make an impression on his mind, he wondered what had 
prompted such an inquiry. Looking up at her, he said, “Why 
should you ask such a thing? And, my dear, were you not to 
stop at your Aunt Angelica’s before returning home? How is 
it possible that you are here so early?” Q 

“T was... worried about you, Papa,” she answered simply. 

“Worried about me? ... What an extraordinary thing. 
Well. ’m auite fine, as you can see.” 

“T don’t know why; I was iust worried. I felt something 
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dreadful was happening and I must rush to stop it.” Shiv 
paused to give him an opportunity to reply. “Is somethiiy 
dreadful happening, Papa?” 

Alexander pushed his chair away from the desk that ly 
might study his daughter. “How strange you are at times, Ay 
eg id would ~ suspect such a thing? Did you ove 

ear something in the city? Did some i 0 
fcties yout” y one say anything | 
ws “No, Papa. .. .” Returning his gaze, she was tempted to tell 
him all of what had occurred that afternoon, but something 
in his face, something in his manner caused her to hesitate 
He seemed a trifle preoccupied, or perhaps it was worried, sh 
couldn’t tell which. But she sensed that something was trou 
bling him, and she couldn’t add to his burden with her own 
She would simply keep it to herself. Looking into his hand 
some aristocratic face, tears unexplainably and unbidden be 
gan to appear in her eyes. She was overwhelmingly sad, sad 
to the point of feeling that she could not bear it. Jumping 
from her seat, she threw herself on the floor at his feet and 
embraced him about the legs. “Oh, Papa, I love you. I love 
you so. I couldn’t bear anything to happen to you,” she told 
him, the tears spilling over the rim of of her eyes and starting 
down her young cheeks. 

Alexander returned her embrace and stroked her golden 
hair. What a perplexing young girl was his daughter. How 
precious and how vulnerable. It was she who needed protect 
ing. She was as sensitive and easily wounded as one of her 
delicate birds. They had always been close, he and Angelica, 
and she was often able to sense that he was troubled without 
having to be told. But he could not imagine how she might 
have discovered that he was now in the midst of a verbal en 
counter with Aaron Burr which might give genuine cause for 
concern if it could not be resolved. Angelica had been in the 
city that afternoon when William Van Ness, a very good 
friend of Mr. Burr, had paid a call and delivered a letter 
from Burr. It was the second such note he had received in 
the last few days from Colonel Burr, and he was now in the 
process of drafting a reply for his friend Nathaniel Pendleton 
to hand to Mr. Van Ness with instructions to deliver it to Mr. 
Burr. Alexander had hoped that his first reply, although it 
Was vague in language, would serve to smooth the colonel’s 
ruffled feathers. But such was not the case. In fact, the gen- 
tleman seemed to have expanded his original inquiry for a 
disavowal of certain statements attributed to Hamilton, de- 
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tory in nature, pertaining to the character of Mr. Burr. 
ander was taking great pains with this reply. He had the 
le impression that Burr was trying to push him into mak- 
op public apology for all statements, thoughts, rumors, and 
fOmments which anyone and everyone might allege to have 
Ofiginated with him. He had already agreed to avow or disa- 
Yow any specific opinions or statements presented to him, but , 
Only vague allegations were presented thus far. And while he 

§ prepared to stand by or apologize for what he might 
bre said, he did not feel it honorable for him to apologize 

whatever rumors might have be current. Underneath it 

, Alexander feared that Burr was merely using this as an 

cuse to challenge him to a duel. His opponent was well 

that Hamilton took quite seriously his position as com- 
ander-in-chief of the army. He had been appointed to that 

Bt at the time George Washington surrendered the office, 

d he intended to set the same shining example for the men 

der him that Washington had done. Therefore, honor was 

r him of the highest importance, and he could not. in all 
Gonscience be forced to apologize for something he had not 

fd, even though this might force him instead into a duel. 

id his daughter somehow divine this? Did she truly suspect 

iA turmoil in his soul? If so, how could he hope to comfort 

e 

| At last, her tears having ceased, she took his hand in hers 
and kissed it. How different was her feeling for this man, her 
father, from the man she was with this afternoon. She trusted 
this man without being asked to trust. She loved this man 
Without experiencing repulsion, ever. He was gentle, he was 
thoughtful, he was good, not because he was her father but 
because these qualities made up the substance of his being. 
Mr. Burr might be more exciting and more electric, but her 
father was a safe, secure, and comfortable harbor, which 
Colonel Burr could never be; even for Theodosia, even for 
those he loved best. That was not in his moral fiber. 

“Papa, will you make me a promise?” she asked. 

“Tf T can expect to fulfill it, my dear.” - 

“Will you promise me that you will never quarrel more 
with Mr. Burr? ¥ sense that he is a dangerous man. JT cannot 
say that I think he’s at all trustworthy. Will you promise?” 

“What a strange thing for you to say, Angelica. What 
could have prompted this reauest? Did you happen to meet 
Mr. Burr in the city today? Did anything happen to alarm 
you?” 
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“T saw him but only briefly,” she lied after some hesitation 
It was not easy to lie to Papa, and it made her self-conscious 
“He told me that Theodosia now is the mother of a baby boy 
and has named him Aaron Burr Alston. He seemed very 
proud of his grandson.” 

*¥ look forward to being proud of my grandson someday 
my dear,” he teased. “But you show no indication of being |i 
a hurry to present one to your mama and me.” 

**There is no one I would like to marry, yet,” she answered 
“But, you did not promise for me, Papa. Please do. For my 
peace of mind, please do.” She turned such a tender look on 
him that he found it impossible to resist. 

“T shall do my utmost to avoid any confrontation with Mr 
Burr. Will that suffice?” He truly did mean to do his utmost 
for he had no desire to face the man reputed to be the bert 
pistol shot in the country. 


Angelica took a deep breath. “That will do,” she replied 


’ When her father applied his utmost to anything, he was sure 


to succeed. But she still felt a lingering icy chill clutching «| 
her heart. 

Kissing the top of her head, he said, “Now you must 90 
and tell your mama all about your new gown. Philip is much 
better this afternoon. His fever has subsided, so your mama 
is having a rest in her bedroom, but I’m certain she woul 
not object if you were to tell her of your shopping tour in the 
city. I have some work I must finish today. Pendleton will be 
here soon, and I’ve not finished something he asked me to 
prepare for him.” 

Although she would prefer to stay with her father, to cling 
to him, she thought it might be best to seek out her mother 
and leave him to his work. She knew that he was anxious to 
resume his work and she could present no substantial argu 
ment in favor of remaining with him. Therefore, she did as 
he requested and left him, closing the door softly behind her 
As he said she would, she found her mother in the seclusion 
of her bedroom. Although she was weary, Betsy greeted her 
with affection, eager to hear about the new gown. She showed 
Mama a slip of the silk taffeta which she had kept and 
sketched for her the desien of the gown and of the slippers 
Betsy was delighted with her daughter’s selection, as Angelica 
knew she would be. “My daughter is growing up and shows « 
fine taste. I’m pleased with your choice, my dear, and I am 
very proud of you for them. When will it be ready? I'm im- 
patient to see how beautiful vou look in it.” 
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“Mrs. Shepherd said I might fetch it next week,” answered 
Angelica. 

"T shall go with you then, without fail,” said her mother, 
“provided the entire family can stay healthy until then.” They 
oth laughed, because with a family of seven children, some- 
thing always seemed to need Mama’s attention. 

“And did you bring home a new bird?” Betsy inquired. 

“Oh, no, I quite forgot. 1...1.. .” Angelica stam- 
Mered. She daren’t tell her mother about her miserable trip 
home, and didn’t know what else to tell her. “I had a slight 
headache and thought it best that I not stop at Mr. Ander- 
jon’s or at. Aunt Church’s either. I’m sure Auntie Church, 
Won’t mind when she knows I was not well.” 

“Y’m most sorry to hear that, Angelica. Would you like to 
fest awhile, then?” her mother suggested. 

“No, I feel much better now that I’m home. Shall I play 
the piano for you?” Playing the piano always eased her stress 
and made her feel better. 

“That would be pleasant,” said Betsy. “Leave the door ajar 
that I might hear you better.” 

Angelica played some selections of her beloved Mozart. 


- Mama lay back on the bed listening to the music and smiled 


In satisfaction that her daughter should play so beautifully 
the instrument which she had never mastered. Papa lay down 
his quill and listened with pleasure. He would much prefer to 
listen to her playing than finish the letter in front of him, but 
he had a duty to perform, distasteful as it was, and he must 
complete it. 

That night Angelica slept restlessly in her bedroom at the 
Grange. For a long time she tossed and turned, wooing sleep 
which would not come to her. 

Finally, long after midnight, she fell into a slumber and 
then into a dream, or rather a nightmare. In this fantasy, she 
saw her brother standing on the cliff in Weehawken, holding 
A gun pointed at his opponent. Slowly looking in the direction 
of the man facing him, she was surprised to find it was 
Colonel Burr. A voice, her father’s, called to Philip. “Hold 
your fire, Philip. Dueling is morally wrong, and I cannot ap- 
prove of it. Reserve your fire.” Then there was the sound of a 
pistol. Philip fell to the ground while his life’s blood ran from 
his wound down the cliff-to mingle with the waters of the 
tiver below until all the Hudson ran red. She screamed, but 
no sound came from her throat. Then Philip rose from the 
place where he had fallen and again took his position op- 
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posite his opponent, still Colonel Burr. When she looked fram 
Burr back. to her brother, she found he was now Alexander, Ii 
was Philip’s voice which she heard saying, “Reserve your flip 
Father.” Again the sound of a gun exploding its bullet. I 
father reeled and fell. Throwing down his gun beside Hamil 
ton, Burr rushed to her, swept her off her feet, and ran will) 
her to a waiting horse. Still holding her, he mounted the ani 
mal and rode off into the black night. They rode and roi 
swiftly it seemed, although the blackness was deeper than shy 
had ever before experienced. Somehow, though, it wit 
strange and foreign but familiar. Wherever she was, sli 


knew she had been there before. Through all the blacknow 


she heard a voice calling to her as though she were loi 
‘Angie. ... Angie. ... Angie... .” Abruptly she woke frovi 
the dream. She was trembling slightly and her nightdress wii 
damp with perspiration, although there was a soft cool breew 
blowing in through the open window. Sitting up in her bed 
she listened carefully, expecting to hear the voice still calling 
her, “Angie. ... Angie... .” 

j “But no one has ever called me ‘Angie,’ ” she said in a voici 
little more than a whisper. “My name is Angelica.” Looking 
into the darkness, she repeated, “My name is Angelica," 
Throwing off the sheet she used as a light covering on th 
summer nights, she carefully made her way to the window 
Looking out at the darkness, she searched to find the source 
of the voice. If there was one, she could not see it. She 
looked at the stars shimmering brightly, winking mischiev 
ously at her. In a plaintive voice, like a child pleading foi 
recognition, she said to whatever might hear her, “My name 
is Angelica Hamilton. It’s Angelica.” If she anticipated a re 


ply, she was disappointed because the only sounds to her ears 


were the chirping of crickets in the brush and the distant 
croaking of frogs from the pond in the meadow and_ thi 
great stillness of late nightime in the country of a summer. 


Chapter XVI 


Percy sat alone in the White’s comfortable living room, lin- 

ing over a cup of coffee, which had long since grown cold, 
and trying to concentrate on the copy of the morning paper 
Which she had spread out beside her on the sofa. Stubbornly, 
her mind refused to stay focused on the news of the new city 
{axes being considered, or the latest strike of whatever union 
it was. Not even the world news seemed to be as important 
ihis morning as the haunting fact that Dr. Aarons had not 
heen heard from in the last two days ... not since he disap- 
peared at Trinity Church. Percy didn’t know what she had 
expected, exactly; but the total lack of communication was 
disturbing. Of course, she hadn’t. expected him to return im- 
Mediately with Angie, but two days seemed ominously long. 
To her thinking, it did not bode well. Since Aarons’ disap- 
pearance, when she had fainted at the church, Percy was ina 
constant state of exhaustion. She struggled to make mental 
contact with Dr. Aarons or Angie at regular intervals through 
the day ... and night, for that matter ... and it seemed to 
drain all her energy: It was a most upsetting experience for 
her; yet, she couldn’t bring herself to relax her efforts. She 
kept with her at all times the watch Dr. Aarons: had given 
her, often fondling it, rubbing it with her two hands, trying to 
bring forth, somehow, some Kind of response, any kind of re- 
sponse, but to no avail. The feeling that she was personally 
responsible for the safety of her sister and Dr. Aarons had 
been growing in her mind like a festering abscess. Now she 
was unusually tense. Her nerves were stretched as tight as vi- 
olin strings. She was unable to rest, unable to focus her 
thoughts on any other subject for long. She slept little and ate 
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less. Gordon and the Whites chided her gently but constant!) 
that she must take care of herself, must worry about her owil 
health. If she were ill, she’d be no help to anyone. She know 
what they told her was true. This was certainly not a time ti) 
make herself sick with worry, but she couldn’t help it, sli 
honestly couldn’t, if her mind strayed again and again, to th 
need to contact Angie and Dr. Aarons. She had tried to fore 
herself to relax but without much success. The responsibilil) 
was hers; there was no one else. 
For some reason, no one wakened her this morning, no! 
even Gordon, and under the effects of the sleeping pill sli 
had taken the night before, she did not open her eyes uniil 
nearly ten o’clock. As she dressed, she was aware that the 
house was unusually quiet and wondered what everyone wit 
doing. On the kitchen table she found a note from Gordon 
It said that David had received a call from the police abou 
a young girl answering Angie’s description. She had beon 
found beaten and had been taken to St. Vincent’s Hospitsl 
Gordon: and David were going to the hospital together to tr) 
to identify her. Claire had been called by a very importaiil 
client who insisted on seeing her, and Sam was going to the 
office this morning to check the progress of some tests he wis 
involved in. They all trusted her to spend her time resting 
and they would not be longer than absolutely necessary. Percy 
put the note back onto the table where she found it and went 
about the task of fixing herself toast and coffee, which shi 
dutifully consumed. To postpone the lonely waiting period, 
she read the note again. She longed for the others to return 
there was a comfort in being together. But she knew that if 
Dr. Aarons and Angie didn’t return soon, Sam and Clairé 
would be forced to return to their ordinary lives. They couldn't 
just stop everything else forever. Forever—the word had an 
ominous ring to it, she thought. Percy turned her thoughts to 
the young girl in the hospital. She half-prayed and half-feared 
that the girl would turn out to be Angie .. . but then, what 
about Dr. Aarons? What would that do to his theory? Had 
he gone back in time for nothing—indeed, had he gone back 
in time at all? Around and around in her mind these thoughts 
circled on their own self-perpetuating wheel. What if... 7 
What if. . . ? What if... ? 

She was so absorbed in her own desperate search for an 
answer that the sudden chime of the doorbell made her jump, 
very nearly spilling her coffee. She gave a slight frown as she 
put the cup on the coffee table in front of her. Who in the 
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| “I see,” answered the stranger. 


rid could that be? she wondered. Both the Whites have 

, and I thought Gordon would phone me as soon as he 

w something about Angie unless—and the thought brought 

abruptly to her feet—unless he couldn’t trust himself to 

her over the phone. 

“Oh, my God, no. Don’t let her be dead,” she prayed as 
© rushed to open the front door. But it wasn’t Gordon or 
vid who greeted her. There at the front door stood a 
man she had never seen before. 

“1... I’m afraid there’s nobody home right now,” she 
mered. “I mean that both Mr. and Mrs. White are out 
awhile.” 

“Will either of them be 

home soon?” 

> “Uh, well, I think maybe so, but I-really don’t know. Im 


_ bhly visiting them for a few days.” Percy felt obligated to ex- 


lain. 
Y “And they both left you here without telling you when: 
they’d be back? That seems unlike them.” The stranger lifted 
eyebrows in surprise. Obviously, she didn’t quite believe 
or felt there must be something wrong. “You must be. 
Avery good friend of theirs to have them behave so casually 


foward you.” 
“Really, it’s not as thoughtless as I probably made it sound. 


' i afraid I slept rather late this morning, and they had both 


en called to work.” Percy didn’t know why she felt obliged 
to explain to this total stranger, but she did. Besides that, the 
woman made her nervous and she was anxious to be rid of 
her. “So, you see,” she added, “I can’t tell you exactly when 
they'll be back, but P'd be glad to give them*a message if you 


“That won't be necessary, my dear Miss—Did you tell me 
our name?” asked the woman. 

“I don’t think so,” answered Percy. “Tt’s Percy Brooks.” 

“Well, Mrs. Brooks, T'll just come in and wait a while for 
them, if you don’t mind.” 

Percy started to protest, but the strange woman somehow 
managed to sweep past her with very little effort. Percy felt 
it a definite disadvantage. She had no idea who the woman 


| was or what she wanted from the Whites. Perhaps she had 


clumsily admitted a bill collector or an antagonistic rel ative. 
“Pm sorry,” she said, following the woman into the living- 


toom. “I don’t know who you are.” 
“Oh, of course. I’m Elena Blakely,” she replied quite mat- 
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ter-of-factly. Noticing the puzzled leok on Percy’s face, wl 
added, “Don’t worry, Mrs. Brooks, I know Sam and Claliy 
White rather well. They happen to be friends of my fianw 
Damon Aarons. Actually, it’s about him that I want to spo! 
with the Whites.” 

At the mention of his name, Percy’s eyes widened. “Oh, | 
didn’t know he was engaged,” she gasped. 

“Then you’ve met Damon?” Elena asked, taking a new |i 
terest in her reluctant hostess. “How long have you been vitil 
ing the Whites?” 

“Only a few days,” replied Percy cautiously. 

The conversation was progressing very slowly as cal) 
woman took stock of the other, wondering how much |i) 
formation to push for and how much to trust the other. || 
was just possible that the other one might hold the key each 
was trying to find. — 

Percy appraised her visitor carefully, attempting to fin 
some reason for her distrust. Elena Blakely was of mediuni 
height, somewhere in her late forties or so, certainly an a 
ceptable age for Dr. Aarons to be interested in her. She was 
also an extremely attractive woman, Percy noted. Shi 
possessed an unusually youthful face with large blue-viole! 
eyes and a soft, full mouth. Her hair was a stunning shade 0! 
auburn, and Percy wondered if it was a natural shade. Thi 
color seemed almost too perfect to be real, but there was no 
sign that it was anything but real. All this topped off an un 
usually attractive figure, ample but not overweight by any 
means. She was very carefully made up to take full ad 
vantage of her good features and wore a beautifully cut drew 
in a shade of blue very close to the color of her eyes. Theri 
was definitely an air of New York sophistication about het 
which she had worked very hard to achieve. It’s easy to un 
derstand why Dr. Aarons would want to marry her, thought 
Percy. Yet, somewhere in the back of Percy’s mind, somé 
small part of her consciousness did not fully approve of this 
woman. In fact, that small part of her did not like this 
woman at all. Frowning slightly, Percy wondered, “Could it 
be that I’m jealous?” The thought seemed too ridiculous to 
consider, still Percy wished fervently that someone would re 
turn quickly to help her deal with Elena Blakely. 

“Tell me,” said Elena, perfectly relaxed, still in pursuit of 
information about Damon Aarons, “when did you see Da 
mon last?” 

‘T ... uh... I’m not sure,” said Percy, cursing herself for 
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fot being more self-possessed. She couldn’t make up her 
wind how to deal with Elena Blakely. As the fiancée of Dr. 
apes she had every right to know what had happened to — 
iim, but still, Percy would prefer not to be the one to tell 
wr, She wondered why no one had mentioned the fact that 
iy, Aarons had a fiancée, not even Dr. Aarons himself. He 
didn’t seem to be concerned about it when he was contem- 
Bins his trip back in time to search for Angie. Why hadn’t 
@ mentioned her then? Maybe he had told Elena everything 

shout his plan but forgotten to mention that fact in the ur- 
ey of it all. If she knew about it, that would explain why 
| Wie had come to the Whites. 

“Um... are you interested in the same kind of work as 

| he, Aarons?” Percy inquired, trying to feel out her visitor. 

“You mean parapsychology? Oh yes. Damon and I often 
Worked together on certain investigations. I was often a 

fum for him. We both did work with the Institute for the 
ly of Parapsychology, you know.” é 
“No, I didn’t know,” replied Percy simply. “It must be fas- 
ating to work together, particularly in such an interesting 
id. That would give you a great deal in common.” After 
said that much, Percy couldn’t think of anything else to 
A few uncomfortable minutes passed before she asked, 
en did you see Damon last?” 

“I haven't seen or heard from him in almost a week, which 
jg most unusual, That’s why I came to talk with the Whites. I 
Was concerned about him and couldn’t get a fesponse to any 
of my calls to him. I went to his apartment twice, but there 

no answer. Finally, I bribed the superintendent to let me 
fh his passkey. I told him I desperately needed a book 
rr work. Damon wasn’t there, of course, but on a pad by: his 
phone, he had written the name of the Whites, and the name 
Angie was also there. Angie had been circled several times. I 
thecked his personal telephone directory and found the 
dress. I came to see what they could tell me about Damon. 

% not like him to just drop out of sight without notifying 
the Institute or me. I’m beginning to worry that something 
Might have happened to him.” 

“Well ... I can see why you would be concerned.” Percy’s 
fhind was off and running again. Should she tell this Miss 
Blakely what she knew? But Percy wasn’t sure what Elena’s 
feaction would be to the revelation. Besides, if Angie did turn 

to be the girl in the hospital, wouldn’t that prove that Dr. 
larons’ theory was all fantasy? In that case, maybe he just 
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vanished somewhere in the Wall Street area in order to cary 
through some cruel joke. But Percy pushed that thought frit 
her mind. She instinctively felt that he was incapable of pliy 
ing such a ghastly hoax on anyone. Should she confide |i 
Elena or not? She stood up suddenly and began to pace tle 
room, hoping the movement would help her see things move 
nied Tar her es — —T from fantasy. More and mori 

ing seemed unreal, ivi oh 

“ie faa e living through a play whiil 

Elena sat quietly on the sofa, carefully following Percy’) 
every movement, scrutinizing every gesture. It seemed lis 
had touched a sensitive nerve. Wherever Damon was, whit 
ever he was up to, this girl knew about it. Elena was now 
almost positive of that fact. This agitated young wom 
probably wouldn’t be able to stand up for long under dire 
cross-examination, Elena decided. She took a cigarette from 
her purse, lit it, and leaned back in the chair, her eyes oi 
Percy 8 face, daring her to try to avoid the gaze. “When wis 
it you said you saw Dr. Aarons?” 

Percy. stopped her restless pacing and turned to mee 
Elena’s gaze. “I didn’t say, but I suppose it was two or three 
days ago. I don’t remember exactly,” she replied. 

‘Oh, I think you could if you really tried. He’s not the sor! 
& perton you easily forget, is he?” Elena was very self-iv 

“No, no, he’s not,” answered Percy quietly. 

a where was it that you ae him last?” Elena per 

BP ‘ ic ye ‘ana ie remember,” Percy lied. 

e doesn’t seem to have made muc i ion on 
you, does he?” Elena laughed. si aaa 

“Oh, yes, he did, very much so,” Percy protested. 

Then how is it that you can’t remember when or where 
you saw him last if it was only a few days ago?” 

Well, I. . I... just can’t remember. You see, we’ve been 
so busy running around with sightseeing and all that I don't 
remember when we did what.” Percy tried her best to sound 
convincing. ‘ 

i “Oh, come now, you can do better than that,” Elena in 
sisted. “What's the reason, were you two alone? Are you 
afraid I'll be jealous of that?” Elena: laughed slightly but 
without genuine mirth. 

“No. That’s not it at all,” Percy hastened to add defen- 
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ively. “It’s just that I... 1 can’t tell you because I don’t ex- 
fctly remember.” 

“Maybe you need a few minutes to recall it,” Elena offered 
@xpansively. “Why don’t you sit down and take a little time 
and try:to remember? I'll wait.” 

“Really, I think it would be best if you left. I'm not feeling 
well today. I'd like to rest. I'll tell the Whites that you were 
here and have them telephone you when they can meet with. 
you. They'll probably be able to remember all about Dr. 
Aarons. After all, he was their friend. I barely knew him.” 
Flena sat forward in her chair. “Why did you say he was 
eir friend? What did you mean by that? And you said you 

ely knew him? What does that mean? No, I'm sorry. 'm 
pot leaving this house until I find out just exactly where he is 
and what’s happened to him. You make it sound as if he’s no 
longer around, as if he’s dead. Is he?” 

“No, I didn’t mean to imply that at all.... Tt’s just that I 
haven’t seen him ... and it’s ...” Percy nearly collapsed with 
felief at the sound of the front doorbell. Quickly she turned 
and fairly flew to let in her rescuer, whoever it might be. She 
threw open the door. 

| “Oh, Gordon! Oh, I'm 
‘ glad to see you,” she told 
in his arms. 

Gordon was surprised and touched by the warmth of the 
greeting and tenderly embraced his wife in return. “We 
weren’t gone that long, Percy. What’s the matter, honey? I 
didn’t want to worry you, but we all thought you would be 
better off sleeping as long as you could. I never thought you’d 
be so upset by it.” 

She looked up into his ‘face, her eyes brimming with tears, 
a release from the strain she had been under not only the last 
hour but the last few days. She could no longer contain her 
anxiety, and she began to cry softly. 

Gordon stroked her hair and soothed her as best he could. 
David, looking on sympathetically, naturally assumed that her 
concern was for Angie, as well as herself. He turned to her 
and laid a comforting hand on her arm. She raised her tear- 
stained face to him. “David ... is... is she still alive?” Percy 
asked, her voice choked with emotion. 

David shook his head slowly. 

“Oh, dear God,” whispered Percy, 
don’s face for reassurance. Gordon drew her 

“J mean it wasn’t Angie. There’s no doubt at all 
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so glad to see you, darling. I'm so 
her startled husband, seeking refuge 


her eyes searching Gor- 
close to him. 
that it 


wfully relieved, It means there’s stjl| , 
as ed her. 
We have to hope that Aarons is able 
her back. More than ever, I pray his thy 
made it back to the Same place and tj 


ory and learniry 
Elena Blakely hy 
had noticed her 


them were startled 
around 


was 
you do,” Her tone Was 
: ;, What makes you think | 
is?” ao challenged her, 
es sige now, don’t be Coy. I overheard th 
on that I 


e entire conversa 
to tell me that something is going 
on t intend to leave here now 
y explained.” 
Was involved in something he didn't 
ed 


“She’s a 
plained. 


“I think befo i is wi i 
like eae ah phd discuss this with you, Miss Blakely, I'd 


“Certainly, by all means, call them,” 
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medium who works with him, David,” Percy ex- 


Elena invited most 


herself again on a chair in the living room. “Take your 
) L intend to stay here until I find out what has happened 

a Damon.” 
It took less than an hour for both Sam and Claire to arrive 
her house after receiving the disturbing news from Gordon. 


ine dismissing him with a wave of her hand and set- 


knew Elena Blakely well enough to want to be present 

in Damon Aarons was discussed, and there didn’t seem 
be much likelihood that they were going to be able to 
Wold the truth with her. 

As they arrived, Gordon informed each of them that it had 
* been Angie at the hospital and the police had no other 

le to her whereabouts at the moment. 

Claire arrived first. She and Elena greeted each other. 

tire asked Percy if she would rather try to rest than stay 

the explanation. Percy smiled her thanks and shook her 
. She was so closely involved that she felt she had to be 
present. She couldn’t possibly rest, knowing what was going 
6n in the living room. And she had to find out if there was 
any way that Elena could help her in contacting either Angie 
Or Aarons. There might be something that the others would 
et; but which would have a kind of meaning for her. 
ie had to stay. 

After what seemed like an eternity, rather than five or ten 
ame Sam also arrived. Claire greeted him in the hall, 

lefed him on what had happened at the hospital and what 
had happened with Elena, how much she had overheard and 
What she suspected. He nodded in agreement, as Claire said, 

e-have to tell her, Sam. There’s just no way around it. 
She’s too smart to believe a lie.” 

There was a long silence, stiff and uncomfortable, as they 
ill settled themselves in the living room. Each waited for the 
other to open the conversation. At last, Elena took control of 
the situation. It was a natural thing for her to do. 

“You might as well tell me honestly everything you know 
about what Damon is up to and where he is, Claire. I know 
énough about his work, and I overheard enough of the con- 
Versation your friends had, to realize that he’s trying to find 
Someone. I can piece together a great deal by using my own 


/¢ommon sense and experience, but I’d rather not have to 


guess to fill in the blanks.” Elena came right to the point. She 
had run out of patience. 
“Elena, it seems very strange that Damon didn’t mention 
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the two of you being engaged. I’m rather surprised. When (iii 
it happen?” Claire inquired. 

The question, coming so unexpectedly, caught Elena off 
guard. “Why...uh...uh... a long time ago. I don't 
remember how long ago,” she said, recovering her wil 
quickly. “But that’s not why I'm here. I don’t want to talk 
about that.” 


“Pm not surprised that you don’t. But it seems very odil | 


that Damon never mentioned to us that you two were ci) 


gaged. He never did, you know. Even more odd that you can'| | 
remember how long it’s been. That’s the sort of thing that 0 | 


woman in love doesn’t forget. So you see, Elena, I don’t be 
lieve you.” Claire leveled her gaze at Elena as she made th 
charge. 

Sam could hardly keep himself from applauding. Good old 
Claire, he thought. Leave it to a woman’s intuition. Mayl« 


she’s found a way out of having to explain this whole mess (0 . 


Elena after all. The fewer people who know about it the bet 
ter, and Elena... well... 

“That’s beside the point, my dear Claire,” replied Elena, 
not to be deterred. “The point is—what has happened to Da 
mon Aarons? I insist on knowing.” 

“But if you're not his fiancée, and I don’t think you are, 

and you're not here on behalf of the Institute, then what 
ai you the right to demand anything?” Claire wanted to 
ow. 

“But ... but she said she was engaged to Dr. Aarons.” 
Percy pointed an accusing finger at Elena. How cleverly she 
had been duped. “You lied to me. I would never have let you 
in if I had known.” § 

“It was a very innocent lie. We’ve been very close for a 
long time, Damon and I. Eventually, we'll probably marry. 
It’s just a matter of time. And I was sure it was the easiest 
way to get into the house to talk with you.” Elena brushed 
aside the accusation as though it were a mere trifle. 

“Blena, why don’t you just leave? If Damon gets in touch 
with us, we'll make sure you know about it. In the meantime, 
it’s best to leave things as they are,” Sam said, trying to rea- 
son with her. 

“Oh no. I don’t intend to leave here until I know exactly 
where Damon is,” she insisted. 

“You have no legal claim, Elena.” Claire kept pushing 
away at that point. 

“Perhaps not. In fact, I’m sure you're right. You don’t 
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what I 

difficult. tim 

know about Damo 

sifely call it a disappearance, 
artled looks on the faces of he 


mee” of hesitation, before Sam 


t. We can’t let her go 
tell her.” ¢ 
asserted. David. “I 


we no longer h 
lanation, 


none of the worry or 
elf was experiencing. A chill went 


through Percy, c< 

“Are you posi ye 

” Bl ske aire. ; 
al ag him, Elena. You know he’s ae the kind of 
ho would indulge in anything so cruel. ; 

Pryon aly believe he’s managed to travel through time, 
Claire?” ’ 

Claire nodded her head with assurance. 

“And you, Sam. Do you believe that also? 

“Yes, Elena. I really do.” 
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playing a bizarre joke 


: “But that’s fantastic. That’s utterly fantasti J : 
ize just how fantastic an gccorhplishitent tat is?” Elona : 
now on her feet, a radiant smile on her face. “T know i 
been experimenting with transferring material things throvp 
space. He’s even had some moderate success at that \ 
witnessed a few things. But transferring matter through |i 
and space is unheard of—it’s revolutionary. It’s too Mw 
velous to be true. It’s ... it’s unbelievable, isn’t it?” The wii 

unbelievable” rang through her mind like an echo revorlv 
ating through the mountains. Suddenly, she stopped lw 
restless pacing, her face became hard and cold. “It’s so ui! a 
lievable, in fact, that I wonder if you’re lying to me.” Ni 
leveled her gaze directly at Sam and then Claire searc hine 
the face of each one for a full minute, then she wheeled jv 
conga ett a ee hs. don’t know where Damon In (J 
v on that you're tryi 
if ti all aren’t lying 6 me.” Laan aia: aia 
ercy stood and crossed the room to stand dire in fron 
of Elena. She was surprised at how much ee iock fi 
her to do such a simple thing: “I assure you, Miss Blakel) 
rang then: Claire has said is the truth, or what we believe " 
ee easy ‘es fe eats to return my sister to |i 
eee ais cating? ey are both somewhere in the earl) 
__ But why would he try to contact her throu h 2 W 
didn’t he come to me? We’ve worked Toostner areny, Re 
Sr. J can’t imagine why he didn’t come to me.” . 
é ere’s an unusual bond between my sister se 
cee always has been. Dr. Aarons seieed it, Pei away. | 
: sp oreseen what was going to happen to her—not every 
3 ing exactly the way it happened, but I saw that she was |i 
anger and would somehow disappear. Dr. Aarons felt that | 
might be able to contact her better than a stranger eve 
et aba a good deal of experience.” tine 
ena crossed one attractive leg over the ie 
carefully the elegant navy blue thos at neue ot she 
twisted it from side to side, apparently admiring the shading 
and fit of it. As she examined her shoe, the others scrutinized 
her face, trying to detect the workings of her mind. The last 
remark was without question a subtle slap at her, but she 
seemed undisturbed by it. She let it pass. After all there was 
a great deal of sense in what Percy ‘said, and the logic of it 
sounded very much like Damon’s. She thought it best not to 
pursue that line any further: A new and more interesting idea 
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gecurred to her, and she was anxious to explore the pos- 
litles of it. 

"| think the thing to do with this remarkable story is to tell 
ihe press.” 

*You can’t be serious?” Sam exploded at her. 

| certainly am. I don’t intend to keep such a fantastic 
oe ts quiet. In fact, I’m the logical person to give out 

atory. I’ve worked with Damon Aarons, and I’ve done 

yahic research on my Own. It will have an added edge of 

wiibility if I give out the news.” Elena’s jubilation was un- 
featrained. 

The idea of making all this public was ghastly to Percy, 

id she was now beginning to realize what there was about 
iis woman she disliked, distrusted. She was’a blatant oppot- 
Huntst. 

"That’s the most absurd statement [’ve ever heard. I won't 
let you do it.’ Sam’s long legs carried him across the room to 
Hiena in time to jam down the phone receiver before she 
would touch the dial. He stood with his hand pressed. tightly 
wn top of hers. “You can’t do that, Elena. You're not going 
i tell anyone anything about this at all, is that clear?” 

“Don’t be ridiculous, Sam. Think of the publicity it can 

” 

“T am thinking of it, and I don’t want it.” His voice was 
pne of icy determination, but she ignored it. 

“Think of the fame, and the money. Why, there’s a fortune 
iy be made from this. Just think about all the television ap- 
poarances and séances and lectures, books ... maybe even a 
movie. There’s more fame and fortune to be gained here than 
,,, than you could dream up. You can’t possibly keep it to 
yourselves.” 

David couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “Stop it. Stop 
ii” he shouted, his composure shattered. “She’s my wife. Hu- 
man lives are involved. Don’t you care? This js not a circus 
show.” 

“Sit down. You don’t have to be so melodramatic, Mr. 
Wrowning.” If Elena was surprised by the outburst, she gave 
no outward sign of it. And she was not to be so easily put off 
her course. “Whatever Damon can do for or about your wife, 
he will do, no matter what is said or done here, so why 
shouldn’t we capitalize on this sensational accomplishment?” 

Percy shook her head slowly. “No, no, that’s not true. I 

on’t believe that. I know it?s not true. He needs help. He 
really needs our help. I can feel something is not right, but I 
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a reach them. I can’t contact them. I don’t know how to 
e p.” 

“There, you see? It’s completely over your head. After we 
tell the world our story, every medium, every psychic in thi 
world will rush to help. It’s the only sensible thing to do, ani 
T intend to do it with or without your approval.” 

It was Claire’s turn to protest now. “You're right, Elena 
Every medium, every phony psychic in the world will try 10 
use this as.a springboard for publicity. I’m sure a few lepit| 
mate ones will. make an appearance, also, but the whol: 
business will become so chaotic it will turn into a circus. Wi 
won't let you do it. Nothing must hinder their chances of re 
turning safely, and as soon as possible.” 

“I guarantee you they'll return safely, only I want some 
thing out of this for myself,” argued Elena. 

“How can you guarantee something like that?” Sam wal 
growing more irritated with each passing moment. He 1 
leased his grip on her hand only to grasp her firmly by thi 
arm. Elena winced with the pain of the grasp and tried i 
free herself by scratching at his hand. Sam merely tightenci 
his hold on her and led her to the nearest chair, where hi 
roughly deposited her. “Since this happened, Elena, every on 
of us has agonized over the safety of these two people. Di 
you think we would now let you march out of here to shout 
it to the world and ruin whatever chance there may be t0 
help them make it back, just for your own personal glory?” 

Elena could see her opportunity for world fame, for glory 
for wealth fading as she looked at the fury in Sam’s eyes. Shi 
was now just a little afraid of him. “I intend to help, Sam," 
she protested. “I didn’t mean that I wouldn’t help. Of course 
I want them back safely just as much as all of you do.” Het 
gaze swept the room as she made a rapid assessment of tl 
others. There was hostility on every face. “I really want {0 
help,” she told them. “Only, I don’t see any reason why wi 
can’t Jet the world know what we’re doing.” She turned 4 
pleading gaze to Claire. For one fleeting moment, she seemci! 
quite a pathetic figure as she realized her dream of wealltli 
and glory, which a moment before she had grasped securely 
in her hands, was being torn from her. “Claire, an oppor 
tunity like this is what I need. You can’t take it from me. | 
could be someone special if I handle it right. Everyone want) 
to be rich and famous. We could share it, all of us, all the 
fame.” Looking around again, she was aware that the hostil 
ity remained unchanged. Angry and frustrated, she crossei 
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. “Well, it doesn’t matter, anyway. As soon as T leave 
, Til tell the newspapers, and you won't be able to stop 
wa,” she threw at them defiantly. 

Gordon was standing with his arm around Percy. He could 
iwel the fatigue of her body as she sagged against him. At last 
ip realized that Elena was not to be reasoned out of her 
imolve, but he was not going to allow her to destroy their 
ihances and destroy Percy in the process. His voice was sur- 
eee calm and reasonable as he spoke. “All right, Miss 

lakely, you may call the newspapers.” 

Everyone in the room was jolted to attention by his state- 
Flena sat forward, a smile creeping onto her face. 
pulled away from his protecting arm. Sam and David 
Were on their feet simultaneously. 

“Gordon, you don’t mean that. You can’t! It’s Angie back 
here,” David protested, quite ready to knock his brother-in- 
law off his feet, if necessary, in order to make him see reason. - 

Unruffied, Gordon continued, “You're quite free to tell the 
World what you've heard us all attest to as the truth. We can’t 

you unless we keep you a prisoner here, and that’s not 
fractical. But, when you come to us to verify the story, and 
i have to, you know, we'll deny every word of it. We'll 

y that you made up the whole thing as a publicity stunt.” 

This pronouncement hit the room like a bombshell. For a 
post the space was filled with a stunned silence so heavy 


fa and settled herself deep into the cushion of the 


could be felt as well as heard. David was the first to 
mover. “That’s great, Gordon, that’s just great.” He 
thumped Gordon on the arm in gratitude. 

Percy embraced her husband affectionately, glad of the 
foxssurance that he was really doing everything he could. Her 
thinking was too emotional at this moment, but his was al- 
ways s0 reasonable, so logical. She felt a bit of remorse at 
faving doubted him for even a second. 

“That’s absurd!” Elena exploded, finally recovering her 
Wits. “How are you going to explain the fact that two people 
Wave just disappeared?” Then she remembered, . “Besides, 

’ve already notified the police that Mrs. Browning is miss- 

y. After I tell them where she is, how can you simply ex- 

nin her away?” The smile on Elena’s face was almost tri- 

phant. She was sure she held the trump card now. 

"It would be difficult for David, but we would claim that 
# two of them had run off together. We would say that we 

id since received a note telling David that she couldn’t face 
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him, that she was going off with another man. That he hai 
simply swept her off her feet.” 

“Ridiculous. No one would believe that story,” Elena pri 
tested. 

“Why not? Such things happen all the time. Angie is a very 
attractive young girl, and Damon is a charming older man. || 
seems quite plausible to me,” Sam assured her. 

“Of the two stories, Elena, which would you believe if you) 
were a reporter doing this story?” Claire asked her. 

Elena stood for a minute; undecided, then turning her bac! 
to the group, she walked to the window, staring out of it foi 
sometime, seeing nothing, lost in 
portunity was gone. They were right. She knew that. Cer 
tainly no one would give any credence to her story withoul 
some kind of corroboration, some kind of evidence to back ii 
up. The evidence was all tightly locked within their littl 
minds. She had no other proof to offer. Sadly, she acknowl 
edged the fact that she was defeated. 

At length, Claire broke the silence. “The opportunity isn'l 
totally lost, Elena. If you will co-operate with us, work witli 
Percy to help Damon stay in contact with this time and civili 
zation, then after they are safely returned, you can have all 
the publicity you want. You can count on us to co-operati 
with you in return.” 

“But the publicity would be Damon’s, not mine, at thal 
point—and rightly so, I suppose. It wouldn’t do me any 
good.” 

“You know Damon doesn’t care for publicity. He shuni 
the spotlight as much as he can. He would be happy to le 
you have the glory. And all of us will swear that you were in 
sttumental in their return. We'll say that without you they 
never would have been able to complete their return. No on¢ 
would doubt all of us,” Claire persisted. 

“To go back in time is quite a remarkable thing, Elena, but 
to go back and then to return is even more fantastic. The 
value of the publicity you could get now is absolutely 
worthless compared to what the world would do after thi 
safe return of two people who have traveled in time.” Sam 
had hit upon a perfect approach. 

Elena considered this idea for a moment and then turned 
to face them. “You're right. And Damon will be here to 
verify the story, to fill in any holes, to supply details, explain 
away doubts. He will, won't he?” 

“You know he will. So you see, 
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there’s nothing to be 


her own thoughts. Her op | v 
| fliide the two of them back, but this is all new territory to 


le if you break the story 


now, and everything to be ™ 
ed if you wait,” said Sam. His reasoning made a great 
of sense. 
Blena was now in agreement about the advantage ‘of wait- 
but she was still not certain of Percy. Turning to her, 
saw a tired, emotionally worn-out young woman who 


ona 
Hen appear to be any threat at all. ‘Do you suppose -we can 


| 


| 
| 


work together, Percy?” 
“I don’t want any publicity 
wale, and Dr. Aarons, too. ll 
ible,” she answered. 
“All right, then. We'll wait. Pll do whatever 


for me; I want my sister to be 
do anything I can to make that 


I can to help 


so I would prefer to work alone.” Seeing that Percy was 
ut to protest, she added, “I mean independently and in - 
own way. You go ahead with whatever it is you’re doing 

your way. I'll be in touch with you daily.” She picked up 
purse from the coffee table and looked around. “I assume 
free to 20?” 

The others exchanged quick glances. In spite of an uneasy 
feeling, there was no real reason to insist she stay, and they 
@ouldn’t keep her with them indefinitely. They nodded rather 
Wncertainly. 

“Remember that time is important, 
illence,” Sam told her as he followed her 
front door. 

“Pm as anxious to have it resolved as you are, 
iisured him. 

“Not only that, but they must return before harm comes to 
them in the time they are in.” 

She looked at him with one eyebrow raised. She didn’t ex- 
actly understand what he was driving at, but she decided it 
wasn’t really necessary. She was anxious to have it finished 
for her own reasons. 

“Pl] do everything I can, Sam,” she said, going out the 
door. 

Closing the door behind her, Sam felt a kind of relief but 
wasn’t certain whether the relief came from the fact that she 
would be assisting them or simply from the fact that she had 
gone. Thoughtfully, he returned to the living room. 

Percy turned her anxious face to her husband. “Somehow, 
I don’t trust her, Gordon. I know it’s silly. I don’t know why, 
but I don’t completely trust her.” 
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Elena, as well as 
quick step to the 


Sam,” she 


A “Trl be all right, honey,” he said in an effort to ‘persuade 
er. 

“T think she’s convinced, Percy. I think she’s with us now,” 
said Claire as Sam joined them. He nodded in agreement. 

“J just have a feeling about her, though. I can’t explain it, 
but it’s there. It’s very real and very strong, and I don’t think 
we should trust her too far,” Percy insisted. 

Gordon put his hand on her head and gently stroked hor 
hair. “Honey, you’ve been under such a strain from this 
whole experience, right from the beginning. You've got to 
relax. See, you’ve even got dark circles under your eyes,” he 


said tilting her face toward him and kissing the bridge of her | 
nose. “Why don’t we go to bed and get a good night’s sleep? | 


You could use it. We could all use it, as a matter of fact, 
And you're not going to accomplish anything when you're 
overtired.” ‘ 

“Gordon, don’t pamper me. I can’t relax now. There’s this 
dreadful apprehension that I can’t shake. It’s worse now that 
I’ve met this woman. She’s an outright opportunist. At, the 
moment I suppose she won't tell anyone, but if she found 
something to back up her story, don’t you think she would? | 
do, and that worries me.” She pulled away from him and be- 
gan to wring her hands. “Also, I have a haunting feeling that 
something is wrong with Dr. Aarons and Angie. I don’t know 
what, but something. I can’t relax now. I have to find the key 
to reaching them. They need me. I can feel it.” 

“Gordon’s right, Percy. You need to feel well. You can’t 
try any harder than you have been doing,” David told her. 
He knew that Percy was the most concrete link to his wife 
and her rescuer. She didn’t look well. Her face seemed 
flushed and her eyes a little glazed. 

“I am tired,” she agreed, allowing herself to be led from 
the room. “Only I feel there’s something wrong. I can al- 
most . . . almost see it. There’s a mist ... a figure... 
shadowy. I can’t quite focus.” At the foot of the stairs she 
stopped. Her eyes wandered around the room, unseeing. 


Without another word, she sank into a quiet heap on the | 


floor. 


Chapter XVII 


tal bed, his hands ner- 
yously fingering the sides 0 he stared patheti- 


ite sheet-draped form 0 


she looke 

an unnecessary precaution 

since she was brought to this room 
fifteen hours, she had rem 

sides, the only movement 

it still held life was her slo 

In the emergency room ere had been a 
variety of doctors to examine her, blood 
tests made, along with God only kn 
many that Gordon had lost track of th 
a friend of his, Dr. Turner, who arrived a little more than an 
hour after Percy was admitted to emergency. He examined 
Percy and talked first with Gordon and then with Sam. He 
studied the X rays, ordered some additional tests made, and 
requested that a private room be arranged for her. 

Gordon never before realized how long it took to get any 
kind of results in a hospital. He now had the feeling that ev- 
erything was being done in slow motion, and no one would, 
give a definite answer to anything. 

“She seems to be in a state. of deep shock,” Dr. Turner at 
last told him. ‘‘There’s little we can do but keep a close watch 
on her and hope that she’ll come around in a day or so. In 
the morning I’d like Dr. Saylor, a psychotherapist, come 
check her. If she hasn’t come out of this voluntarily by then, 
we'll start an I.V. and just take it day by day.” 
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“Is she going to live, doctor?” Gordon was determined | 
at least have an answer to the question which had _ how 
haunting him since she first fainted. 


“Oh, yes, I don’t think there’s any cause for concern aby)! 


that. Her life signs are stable. The EEG and 
f . the EKG 
Lege Her bag is weak but steady; her breathiny | 
ut regular. These are all i ’s just < 
rcs Pee good signs. It’s just a nyu 
“How long?” Gordon pressed him. 
Praag answer that at this point.” 
y was nothing ever decisive? me 
iat gee g ive? Gordon wondered. “(i 
“T hate to do that. It’s so easy to be wrong.” i 
I hat g.” But seeing th 
undisguised worry on Gordon’s face, the desire to ease hw 
man suffering which had led him into the medical professioii 
in the first place, jumped to the fore, wiping all caution 
aside. “Well, if I were to make a guess, and it’s nothing mor 
a a guess, mind you, I’d say anywhere between twenty 
four hours and several days, maybe even a week or more. Ii’ 
just impossible to tell until we find something specific. Wi 
can't cure it until we know what to cure. In the meantime 
we can only treat the symptoms.” ~ . 
aoe lr mone bel, Gordon decided. “Thanks, Dr. Tu 
». Gordon didn’t feel better b ; ide 
Of Wiiek to wit ee er but, at least, he had some ides 
“It would help if you could gi i 
; give us some idea of wh; 
caused her to go into a shock of this kind. scaly: a ee 
shock is the result of an accident or a reaction to drugs or 4 
dal something of that nature. But there’s no evidence here 
of any of those things. We have to assume that it’s an emo 
hacia age Did something happen to her? Did she witness 
ing, imagine something, experi i ; 
pe ca this kind of reaction?” phe dee ta 
ordon sat without saying anything. He studied th doc 
pale face. How much should he tell the doctor, ag won 
pig ad whole thing? If he did, would it really help him 
slid nied’ te of shock? If he didn’t, would she come 
: i by herself or simply remain in this st 
a fees way, he had to tell him enething i a 
nything you can tell us would be of hel 
hing 1 p. At the - 
a were just groping. Whatever the secret is, it’s locked in 
er mind, and that makes it more difficult to help her. Was 
something troubling her before this happened?” Dr. Turner 
could tell from Gordon’s expression that he was on the track 
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id know better what to expect. é 
3... yes, something happened a few days ago. Her sis- 
her only sister, came to New York with her husband on a 
iness: trip. But somehow she disappeared while they were 
ing. In fact, that’s why Percy and I are here. After 
husband called to say that she was lost, we flew here to 
we if we could help find her. But she hasn’t been sleeping 
Well since we arrived. I guess the strain and worry were too 

h for her,” Gordon telated. 

‘Basically, everything he had told the doctor was the truth, 
ii least the believable part of it. Gordon decided that he’d 
er not to mention the rest unless there was some sign that 
wasn’t going to pull out of this coma, but he couldn't 

what good it would do even then. i 
/"T see,” said Dr. Turner, nodding his head. “I assume that 
the and her sister were very close. That could explain it. Very 

bly it’s a simple case of exhaustion and being emotion- 
overwrought. We'll keep her here and keep an eye on 

. In the morning if she hasn’t shown signs of throwing off 

shock, we'll start an I.V. and see if that has any effect. I 

n't want to use any drugs unless it’s absolutely necessary. I 

t it may not be.” Taking a look at Gordon, he added, 
"Why. don’t you go home now and get a good night’s sleep? 
There’s nothing more you can do tonight. You look like you 
Might be on the verge of collapse yourself, and we have a 
waded hospital already.” 
' Gordon smiled feebly at the doctor’s feeble joke. “Could I 
flay with her tonight, Dr. Turner? I don’t have to have a bed. 
Tcould sit up. I wouldn’t mind.” 

How many times had he been asked that question, and as 
flifficult as it was, the answer had to be the same. “I’m sorry, 
but it’s against hospital rules.” 

“Can I just stay with her until she’s settled in the room?” 
Gordon was reluctant to leave Percy. If she roused in the 
fight, she wouldn’t have any idea where she was or why. 

“We're ready to take her up now. It’s Room 347 on the 
ast side. Why don’t you go on ahead. They'll bring her along 
{na few minutes,” Dr. Turner told him: 

Gordon looked hesitantly at Percy, then at the doctor. “Go 
ahead, she’ll be all right,” the doctor repeated. 

Gordon didn’t have a long wait in the room before Percy 
Was wheeled in; Dr. Turner had been right about that. Two 


ite If he could just find out what had caused it, he 


‘attendants had accompanied her. One’ of them gently lifted 
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her from the cot to the bed. The night nurse entered thy 
Toom minutes after they had departed. She took a look at th 
helpless form of Percy Brooks and said, “Ill put a hospitu! 
gown on her and you can take her clothes home, if you lik 


or leave them here.” Gordon nodded his head in response ti) | 


the last suggestion. 

“Uh, can I be of any help?” he asked. 

The nurse smiled. “No, I’m used to this. Suppose you wiili 
outside. It'll only take a few minutes, then you can come |) 
to make sure she’s all right before you leave. I’m sure you''' 
feel better seeing that she’s settled.” 

“Yes, I would,” he said. 

Standing against the wall in the hospital corridor, he close! 
his eyes and wondered if this nightmare would ever en 
Wouldn’t it be wonderful to suddenly wake up and find it wa 
all a bad dream, but he knew that was not going to happen 
Returning to the room, he kissed Percy tenderly on the checl 
adjusted the sheet around her. Although the sheet was por 
fectly smooth, it gave him a feeling of usefulness to <j 
something to try to make her more comfortable. “See yoii 
in the morning,” he whispered. Then, at the nurse’s urginy 
he left the room. He stopped at the desk to say, “Will yi 
give me a call if she wakens during the night?” 

“Why don’t you try to get some sleep? She'll be all right. |/ 
she wakens, we can explain everything to her. Don’t worry 
Mr. Brooks,” the nurse assured him. 

“Td sleep better if I knew you'd notify me in case she doo 
come around.” 

“Leave your name and phone number, and I will call you 
in case there’s any change.” She gave him an understandlii\ 
smile instead of the customary clinical one. She knew ho 
worried she would be if this were someone she loved. 

Gordon reached for a pen on the desk, and the nurse gave 
him a blank sheet of paper. He wrote, “Patient, Per 
Brooks, when conscious, please call Gordon Brooks, N.\ 
City, 582-6638, any time of day or night.” He handed the jj 
per to the nurse and thanked her. As he was waiting for tl) 
elevator to arrive, he turned to call in a loud whisper, “Hoi 
early in the morning can I come?” 

“After ten-thirty,” she replied. 

By the time he reached the waiting room to join the other 
it had been four long tedious hours since they first brouy|i 
Percy to the emergency room of the City Hospital, but 1 
one had thought of leaving. During the whole time, Clair 
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fam, and David had waited impatiently for Gordon to re- 
lirn. At last he did, to inform them that Percy had been ad- 
mitted for an indefinite stay. 

“Whst did Dr. Turner say?” Claire wanted to know. 

“He said he didn’t know what was wrong with her; only 
thing they could find was that she was in some kind of shock. 
He wanted to know if anything had happened to cause such a 
severe reaction.” 

“What did you tell him?” David asked apprehensively. 

“I told him that you and Angie had come for a business 
{tip and that Angie had disappeared. I didn’t mention any- - 
thing specific about how. I told him Percy was worried, so we 


| time here to help find Angie. I said that she hadn’t been 


Weeping well and that we’d been talking about Angie when 
Porcy fainted.” 

“How did he react? Did he think it was strange?” David 
Wanted to know. 

“He seemed to feel that it could be the cause of Percy’s 
thock. He didn’t say much, so I think he accepted it as 
ilrong enough motivation.” 

"You don’t suppose you should have told him the rest of it, 
c ‘ou, Gordon?” Claire wondered just how wise it was to 

Id back any information. 

“He seems like a nice enough guy, but I’m not sure he'd 
Whderstand. But he’s your friend, Ciaire. Do you think he’d 
Understand?” i 

She shook her head. He was right. Dr. Turner was a nice 
Ippon he very definitely would not understand what was 

ening. 
8 Percy all right, though?” Claire asked. 

“At the moment she seems to be O.K. She’s resting, still in 

toma, They’re going to start giving her intravenous feeding 

lorrow if she hasn’t come around by then. Dr. Turner also 

lked about bringing in a psychotherapist. I’m not sure that I 

Ink it’s wise, but then, I don’t know what is at this point.” 

“Are you staying with her at the hospital tonight, 

Ordon?” Sam asked. 
| “No, hospital rules say I can’t stay; wish I could. I gave 

my name and phone number. They’ll call if she wakes 

» F 


) “If she comes to, then she'll be all right. Besides, we can 
here in minutes after they call you.” Sam did his best to 
nd reassuring. 
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“I know. It’s just that it doesn’t seem ri W 
leave her after what she’s been eee a — 

“There’s nothing more you can do for her tonight. So we 
might as well all go home together,” David-suggested. 

_ They made the short ride back to the Whites’s home |i 
silence. It seemed like such a long time since they had bee) 
there. Was it really just this morning that they had li 
gathered | in this serene beige living room with Damwi 
Aarons listening calmly while he talked of transporting hiti\ 
self bodily back to another time? Why hadn’t they protestei| 


It was preposterous to think of such a thing, but they worl | 


along with him. And possibly he had done it. But had he! 
How were they to know? The world was taking on an air 0 
unreality. Gordon sank onto the sofa, leaned his head back 


and closed his eyes. He gratefully accepted the drink Sai | 


_ prepared for him. It seemed like such a good idea and 4 
much-needed balm for shattered nerves. 

Claire set about trying to provide something for them (i 
eat. Not surprisingly, meals seemed to be a hit-and-miss affair 
these days. Mentally, she thanked Delores, her delightful, de 
pendable housekeeper, for leaving cold lobster in the refriget 
ator and a note taped to the refrigerator door. Delores’ hu 
band had caught more lobsters than they could eat. "| 
remember how you love them, and I knew you were having 
guests, so. I brought you some. Enjoy them, Delores.” Blew 
her, bless her, thought Claire. She just didn’t feel like fussing 
with food tonight. I guess when big things start going wronj 
it makes you more appreciative of the little things that 0 
right—like cooked lobster, she’ thought. Selecting a very lary 
tray, she piled plates, silverware, napkins, and lobster on | 
and carried it into the living room. 

Honey, you're terrific,” said Sam, hugging his wife. One 
by one he had watched the other two men lose their wives 
Claire was the only one of the three women left, and he had 
no intention of losing her or letting her go unappreciated. She 
wrinkled her nose at him in response, but she knew what ho 
was thinking and her smile told him so. 

; There was little conversation in the room; there was very 
little for anyone to say. Everything had been said many times 
over to each other, to whoever or whatever might be listening 
in the vast unknown. There was little to do now but wait a1 
patiently as possible and try to be available if needed. 

Gordon, I suppose I ought to bite my tongue rather than 
mention this’—-Sam finally broke the silence quite apolo 
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Be pecs fn: have you given any thought to the possibility 
wt Percy finally made contact with Aarons and that’s the 
pause of her coma?” : 

"Ves, I hate to admit it but that thought occurred to me, 
joo, Sam. I’ve been trying not to give it too much credence, 
though. I'm hoping it turns out to be only shock and strain,” 
(iordon replied. 
hy thought had obviously occurred to all of them except 

vid. 

"My God, Gordon,” he blurted out. “You can’t actually 
lieve that? That’s too absurd.” Then the absurdity of his 
pwn statement struck him. He smiled ruefully. “I suppose it’s 

more fantastic than what we’ve been living through the 

t few days, is it? To tell the truth, I hate to believe it be- 

use I dread losing our only valid link to Angie and Aarons. 

is whole thing keeps mushrooming. So, if that’s true, what 
we do now?” 

“We still have Elena Blakely in reserve, fellows. We're not 
gompletely licked yet,” Claire reminded them. Wigg 

“I don’t think anybody totally trusts her, but she’s better 
than not having anyone to turn to,” Sam added. 

“That’s right.” David was cheered by this statement. “It 
yeems providential now, as though she were sent to us when 
we really needed her. I’m for letting her do whatever she 
thinks is best to end this. Maybe she’s right. Maybe we 
should call in every authority we can get in touch with.” 

“Tf think that’s extreme, David,” Sam reasoned. “I also 
think it’s premature. I know how concerned you are about 
your wife; still, I think we owe it to Aarons to give him every 
opportunity. It won’t hurt to wait another day or so. We 
don’t know if he’s had any success at all, yet. Maybe we 
should wait another week; I don’t know. Anyhow, it’s too 
soon to panic just now. Unless Percy’s coma is actually 
related and she takes a turn for the worse, I think we ought 
to sit tight.” 

“J agree, but Gordon sort of has the deciding vote at the 
moment. Would you like us to call in Elena or notify anyone 
else, Gordon?” Claire asked him. 

“No, I don’t think so. It’s so hard to know what is right to 
do. But Percy had such a strong feeling of negativism toward 
Flena that I’m inclined to think it might complicate rather 
than help matters, and we may all be going off half-cocked, 
jumping to the conclusion that she has really contacted either 

259 


Angie or Aarons. Let’s see what the next twenty-four hour 
bring. She may come around by then.” 

- ®That’s very sensible, Gordon.” Sam laughed. “We seem to 
be finding something supernatural everywhere we turn. II 
wouldn’t be surprising if she only needed a good rest and 
woke up tomorrow laughing at us and our wild imaginings.” 

“I hope so, Sam, I really do,” Gordon answered. 

They all were feeling the strain of the day and bed seemed 
the only reasonable place to be. Claire and Sam fell asleep 
promptly and slumbered peacefully until morning. David 
slept his usual fretful sleep, and Gordon slept in small 
snatches, waking at the slightest real, or imagined, sound. The 
good night’s sleep that everyone had insisted was needed wat 
not to be his. Most of the time he spent waiting for the tele 
phone to ring. He wanted to be sure to hear it if it did. Bul 
‘eventually, when morning arrived and dawn turned the sky 
from inky black to pale blue-gray, the phone was still quiet, 
and Gordon dozed for a final hour or so, his sleep filled with 
dreams of Percy, Angie, and Dr. Aarons walking through 
some open green field together. 

When morning finally came, they huddled together around 
the kitchen table like a football team planning some great of 
fensive maneuver. No one felt very hungry, so Claire had set 
out a bowl of fresh fruit and made toast and lots and lots of 
strong hot coffee. They tried to decide what would be the 
most useful thing for each to do that day. Gordon, naturally, 
would be going back to the hospital, but the other three felt 
not only unneeded but unwanted there. 

‘T’ve got to go back to the office,” said Sam. “I wish | 
didn’t have to, but I must—at least for a while.” 

“Could you call and see what progress they made on that 
project you were doing yesterday? Maybe you won't have to 
go after all,” offered Claire. 

“I suppose I could do that. I don’t know if I could concen 
trate on it today.” 

“What about you, David?” Claire wondered. “Are you g0 
ing to try to get to the convention today?” 

“1 don’t think so, Claire. I haven’t thought that far ahead, 
yet. But I have been wondering, if Aarons really has found 
Angie and does bring her back, where do you suppose they 
would show up?” he asked. 

“Why, I... I just assumed that he would bring her here.” 
This was a new thought to Claire. She had trusted to Aarons’ 
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fommon sense, and it seemed reasonable to assume that they 
Would come directly to the Whites’s home. 

“But suppose he brings her back here, and she re- 
fuses to go with him. I mean, she’s never met him.. He 
would be a complete stranger to her in her today life,” David 
argued. 

“That’s right, David,” Sam agreed. “But she did meet us, 
and if Damon runs into any trouble, he’d call us, I’m sure. I 
think our home will be the focal point for everything.” 

“Maybe I ought to be here in case of a call,” David said. 

“I’m going to be working here today, David,” Claire volun- 
teered. “I have some sketches and plans to work out. So why 
don’t you go on and make an appearance at the convention? 
It would be good for you. I can talk to Angie or Damon if 
they call. You would just go out of your skull waiting around 
here for a call that may not come.” 

“You're right about that. But I’m not sure I should go to 
the convention—couldn’t concentrate on anything. It'd be 
iiseless. Maybe I ought to go roam around Wall Street and 
Trinity Church in case there’s any sign of them there.” 

Gordon didn’t think that was such a good idea. He shook 
his head. “David, I know how you feel, I really do, but 
there’s nothing you can do to help by roaming the streets. I 
think it would be best if you made an appearance at the con- 
Vention. Just do your best to put everything out of your mind 
for a short while. Besides, we had better try to act like noth- 
{ng unusual has happened if we don’t want to start everybody 
we know asking questions before we’re ready to answer 
them.” 

David turned this over in his mind for a few minutes and 
had to agree that it made sense. “I hope you don’t mind if I 
tall you a lot, Claire, just in case?” he said at last. 

“f'1] make like a regular answering service,” she smiled, 
trying to assure him that all would soon be back to normal. 

At the door, they hesitated, like a group of soldiers going 
Into battle. They hated to separate. There was a sort of com- 
fort in being together. But their lives had to retain some sem- 
hlance of normality in order for them to remain sane and not 
alert the rest of the world that something was wrong. After 
many good-byes and many more good-luck wishes, the three 
men finally departed and Claire reluctantly closed the door 
behind them. As she wandered into the study to begin work, 
her eye was caught by the telephone. What, she wondered, 
did the world do for communication before the invention of 
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that gadget by Mr. Bell? What was it like in the world th! 
Angie and Damon. .. and now Percy? .'. . were inhabiting? A 
slight shiver ran through her. I can’t let myself even wondet 
1 have no desire to follow them back to wherever it. is, only 
to help them return here if that’s possible. Determinedly, she 
sat at her desk and forced her concentration on the work |i 
her portfolio. 

And Gordon sat quietly beside Percy in the hospital. Ny 
now he had been sitting there for nearly two hours. He one 


thought of trying to find a telephone to call Claire, but there | 


was, as yet, nothing to report and he hated to leave his wile 
even for such a short time. Gordon thought again how 
strange it was that everything should go so slowly in a how 
pital. Even worse, no one would give him a definite answot 
to anything. When the nurse stopped in to check Percy's 
pulse and temperature, he asked, “Will she be all right? Have 
you found out what’s wrong?” The young lady in the cris), 
sterile white uniform gave him a smile that was equally crisp 
and sterile. “I can’t tell you anything, sir. The doctor will be 
in shortly. You can ask him. Hospital rules.” She smiled again 
and went on about her rounds. 

Gordon continued to hold Percy’s hand, rubbing it period! 
cally in the idiotic hope that this gesture would rouse her, 
that she would smile at him, and they would walk out of the 
hospital together. But this was only a daydream, and he knew 
it. Still, he continued to pat and rub her hand. When the in 
tern came in to check and test and probe, and then silently 
jot down notations on his chart, Gordon again tried to find 
out something, anything about what they might have discov 
ered. “I can’t tell you anything. You'll have to ask the doc 
tor.” This seemed to be the standard answer to all his ques 
tions. The time dragged by, and it was nearly another hou 
before the dottor arrived. All he could tell Gordon was thal 
they knew no more now than they did the night before. She 
still showed no signs of coming out of -shock, so they were 
going ahead with the intravenous feeding, and he was going 
to have Dr. Saylor take a look at her. Gordon nodded hin 
head. He wasn’t happy about the doctor’s statement, but he 
thought it best to relay it to Claire and see if she had heard 
anything from anybody. else. Percy slept peacefully, unaware 
ya he left her side, unaware of anything going on around 

er. 
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Chapter XVII 


Angelica had become moody since her meeting with Aaron 
urr. She had a vague feeling of fear for something un- 
known. She could not rid herself of Mr. Burr’s voice warning 
her about the dreadful fate awaiting her. She didn’t truly be- 
lleve him, of course, but it frightened her and she was not 
ible to entirely erase it from her mind. Nor could she com- 
pletely ignore how kindly he had spoken at times and how 
cruelly at other moments. She simply could not understand it. 
Then, too, she had detected an air of melancholy about her 
father in recent days. All these things together caused her 
great ‘unhappiness. Although Alexander did his best to hide 
all signs of depression from his family by being more solici- 
tous, more affectionate, more thoughtful than usual, it was 
this very act of consideration which made Angelica apprehen- 
sive. She recognized that a definite change had taken place in 
her father, and it cause a feeling of alarm to well up within 
her. She could not detect the reason and he would not con- 
fide in her. Her mother seemed oblivious to any alteration, 
and Angelica could not bring herself to broach the subject, 
for fear of destroying her mother’s contentment. She must 
hear this burden alone, wrestling with the panic within her 
until she was able to come to some reasonable conclusion. as 
to the cause of it and the course of action she must take. 
Most frightening of all were the moments that she found her- 
self thinking of Philip and her father at one and the same 
time. 

She no longer looked forward to the ball with the same ¢€a- 
higel she had originally.. But nothing could diminish Alex, 

r’s anticipation of a gala and festive evening. It was Mama 
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who was still excited about the prospect of having Angelica 

rejoin the society of young people her own age. She thought 

their gaiety would be infectious and help Angelica recovot 

more rapidly some of her former lightheartedness, and the 

gay and affable nature of Alex, Jr., would make him an ideal 
companion for the serious Angelica. ee 

“You must also remember, my dear, that it is time you 

and that you cannot do unless you 

f eligible young men. It is very com 

the company of your family, but 

ife of your own. I fear we've been 

pany, but now it’s timé 

new life, my Angelica,” 


had a pleasant and ani 
Elizabeth Church took Angelica 
e decorations which had 

ds of smilax 


front of the great 

four birdcages of varyin 

artificial birds were being pl 

green. Large bowls of flowers were 

into the room at the last minute, } 

fresh for the party. It was to be a veritable Garden of Eden, 

the cousins informed Angelica. “Except that this garden will 

have no serpent to tempt us,” laughed Elizabeth Church. 
Would that I had no serpent to tempt me, thought Angel 

ica, her mind flying back to the afternoon she had spent in 

the company of Aaron Burr, for that is what he is, an evil 

serpent come to tempt me, but I shall resist with all my 

being, she persuaded herself. Bf 

ig ere was much taken with the birds, both the artificial 
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‘Phes, so delicately wrought and imported from France, 
nd the real birds in their cages. They had been let from her 
lend, Mrs. Anderson, her cousins proudly announced. Angel- 

admired unsparingly the appearance of-the drawing 
foom, then allowed herself to be led upstairs so that her 

Qousins might display for her the ball gowns which had only 

that morning arrived from Paris, barely in time for the gala 
ffair. Angelica Church had ordered the gowns many weeks 
fore and the two girls had nearly despaired of their arriving 

in time. Their delight in the gowns was refreshing and their 

Citement was contagious. Angelica found herself sitting on 

er cousin’s bed, watching in admiration as the girls brought 
forth the lovely dresses. They chatted gaily about the many 
ung people expected to attend and the elaborate gowns 

They expected to see. Angelica Church’s gown was a mar- 

Velous shade of dark pink Italian crepe. It was fashioned in a 
yle which raised the waist high and snug just under the 

beso The sleeves were quite short and gathered tightly. 

ey were finished with a fine French lace, exactly the color 

Of the gown. The same lace was used as a ruffle at the neck- 

Ine. “It’s the very latest style from Paris, Angelica. All the 
shionable ladies there are wearing them,” asserted her 

Gousin when Angelica Hamilton suggested that it would be, 

sepa a bit too daring for her to wear. A glow of satisfac- 
lon crossed her face as she added, “Mama has promised that 

I may wear her magnificent opal necklace and earrings. They 

fave iridescent highlights in them which look the same shade 

Of pink. Oh, I can hardly wait for the ball.” 

Elizabeth Church’s gown was similarly styled but in an ex- 
Ceptional shade of pale emerald green. She was two years 
younger than her sister and of a very sweet and gentle 
fature. She was somewhat shy and lacked her older sister’s 
Yivacity. The selection suited her superbly. 

“Mama has arranged for Mr. McCann to come from his 
shop on Pearl Street to dress our hair. Why don’t you come 
In the early afternoon? You can dress here and have your 
hair styled along with us. ’'m sure Mama can prevail upon 
him to do so. She has hers fashioned almost every day. Do 
you plan to powder yours? We don’t intend to,” she contin- 
ed without waiting for a reply. “The young ladies in Europe 
how wear curls that droop, and they no longer powder their 
huir. The new style of curls is particularly becoming with this 
design of gown, they say. Oh, do say you'll come early, An- 
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gelica, It will be so delightful having you here to share the 
mirth,” she begged. 

“T shall have to ask Mama. She desired to arrange my hair 
herself. In fact, now that I think on it, she and Papa were 
most anxious to see me wearing my new gown. It’s been such 
a long time since I’ve been to a party, they would find great 
pleasure in seeing that I still might wear something besides 
my muslin and dimity dresses. Perhaps I should satisfy them 
this time and next time I shall share all the joy of preparation 
with you. I promise that I shall begin to be more social from 
now on.” 

The cousins protested, but Angelica wanted her parents to 
be the first to see her; they so looked forward to it that she 
could not bear to disappoint them. And, although her resolve 
to join her own society of friends was firm, she did prefer to 
be with her family as much as possible at present. 

“J shall come with Alex. He’s looking forward eagerly to 
the affair,” she said. 

When at last the girls returned to the downstairs, Betsy and 
Angelica had just finished their tea, and Betsy was ready to 
continue their journey back to the Grange. They had tarried 
longer than expected and so again would not be able to stop 
at the bird seller’s. Aunt Church told Angelica that she would 
purchase as a gift one or two of the birds from Mrs. Ander- 
son, whichever ones Angelica preferred, and, after the ball, 
Angelica might add them to her aviary. She thanked her aunt 
profusely and promised to study them carefully the night of 
the ball and make her selection then. Politely she curt- 
sied to her aunt and gave each of her cousins a kiss, then she 
and her mother climbed into the carriage to resume their trip 
home. It had been a most enjoyable day. - 

As they arrived at the Grange, Mr. William Van Ness was 
departing. He and Papa were standing together on the small 
front porch. Papa had a sheet of paper in his hand, which he 
- folded quickly and attempted to hide from their view. But 
Angelica had caught sight of it. She glanced at her mother to 
discern whether she had also seen the paper. If she had, she 
gave no indication of the fact. 

“Mama, why do you suppose Mr. Van Ness has come to 
call on Papa?” Angelica asked. 

“Pm sure he has some business dealings with him, dear. It’s 
not unusual, you know.” 

“But he’s been here several times recently, and I don’t re- 
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‘call him and Papa being particularly good friends. In fact, I 
can’t recall that they’ve had any dealings before now.” 
“Angelica, you must not trouble yourself about your Papa 
and his work. He is constantly being associated with someone 
few. That’s the nature of his work, and that’s what keeps 
his work so interesting, he says. Long ago, I learned that you 
must let your father do as he thinks best. He is a brilliant 
man, you know, a genius, perhaps. I cannot keep pace with 
bis mind, although your Aunt Church can. Perhaps if—” she 
began, then thought better of the remark. “But no matter. 
"Whatever business your father and Mr. Van Ness have that 
Ss them together, I’m certain it is respectable. Never 
ear.” 
“Pm sure you're right, Mama. I suppose the ball has made 
"me a bit anxious. My cousins are certain to be -exqui- - 
site in appearance, and I would like, at least, to be attractive 


and no disgrace to them,” she confided to her mother. 


The carriage had drawn to a stop. The two women stepped 

* down and gathered their packages in their arms. 

Facing her daughter, Betsy told her, “You're a beautiful 
young girl, Angelica; you need have no worry of being an 

embarrassment to anyone. You must have more confidence in 

' yourself, my dear.” . 

'” Together they started for the house. When they reached the 
porch, Papa and Mr. Van Ness had finished their business. 
Angelica was disappointed, for she had hoped to be able to 

overhear a fragment of conversation, at the very least, and 
discern the nature of their business, but such was not to be. 
Mr. Van Ness bowed in their direction and said, “Good day 
to you, Mrs. Hamilton, Miss Angelica.” then turning to Papa, 
he said, “General Hamilton, good day.” He descended the 
front steps and strode to the tree where he had tethered his 
horse, mounted and left. 

“What did he want, Papa?” Angelica inquired boldly, 
which was most unlike her. 

“It’s a matter of business, my dear. Nothing I could ex- 
plain so that you might understand. Don’t trouble your pretty 
head about it,” he said patiently. Then, hoping to divert their 
attention from his visitor, he inquired, “And is your dress sat- 
isfactory?” He most particularly did not want to discuss with 
them the purpose of Mr. Van Ness’s latest visit. 

Betsy was easily diverted, so eager was she for her daugh- 
tef to have a gay time. Alex, Jr., heard the two women arrive 
and came bounding down the stairs to hear what news they 
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brought about the ball. Angelica obligingly told him all she 
could remember of the decorations and the food that had 
been discussed. She decided he would not be interested in the 
new gowns and, therefore, did not mention them. She recited 
every name that she could remember from the verbal list the 
girls had given her, and she and Alex talked animatedly 
about the ball at great length. : 

It was after seven o’clock when they sat. down to a light 
meal of oysters from the bay, which Mama had insisted they 
purchase from the oysterman, and a salad of fresh vegetables 
from their garden, and cheese cut from a great chunk which 
Aunt Church had sent home with them. After this was eaten, 
Betsy set before them some splendid ice cream, which was 
one of her special preparations. She and Angelica had 
prepared it that morning and left it to mellow and ripen for 
this evening. It was a great deal more food than they were 
accustomed to having at this hour, but Betsy was in an ex 
pansive mood. She and Angelica had missed the family din 
ner, which was usually served at 3:00 p.M., and she thought 
it would be a very nice idea to compensate for that by serv 
ing the ice cream, which she usually reserved for company 
dinners or special occasions. William, Elizabeth, and Philip 
had all been put to bed, but John and James, now twelve and 
sixteen, were allowed to join Mama, Papa, Alex, and Angel 
ica in the dining room. It must be very pleasant to be grown 
up, the two younger boys decided as they ate with delight two 
large portions each of the strawberry ice cream served to 
them in Mama’s footed crystal dishes. When they were 
grown, they would demand that ice cream be served at every 
meal. 

“It’s nice to celebrate occasionally,” Mama said. “And | 
think this is as good a time as any. Angelica will now be 
starting a round of carefree parties and a much happier life. | 
expect that within a year or two she will wish to marry and 
no longer be here with us.” 

“And a year or two after that, I imagine we'll Jose Alex, 
Jr.,” warranted his father, taking a look at his handsome, 
strapping son, now eighteen. How like myself, he looks, 
thought his father. I pray for him that life will be as good ai 
it has been for me... only longer, perhaps, he wished. 

After the meal, Betsy and her daughter cleared the table 
together. As they returned from the kitchen, Alexander rose 
from his desk and said, “My dear Eliza, will you walk with 
me in the garden? I feel the need to be with nature tonight, 
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10 enjoy the beauty of the stars and the breeze, and the 
pleasure of being alone with you.” ‘ 

Betsy turned a quizzical gaze on her husband. It was not 
Often that their busy schedules allowed them the luxury of 
Walks together in the moonlight. That had been a preoccupa- 
lon of their younger days. “I should enjoy that very much, 
Alexander,” she replied. She found it flattering that after all 
these many years of marriage he should desire to walk with 
her under the stars. Angelica seated herself at the piano and 
began to play. For some strange reason, she felt compelled to 
fender a hymn this evening and began to play Bach’s beauti- 
ful “Jesu, Joy of Man’s Desiring.” The lovely melody floated 
On the soft summer breeze across the lawn to the garden 
Where Alexander and Elizabeth Hamilton were slowly stroll- 
Ing hand in hand. 

But Angelica was too restless to stay long at her piano. She 
Played one of her own compositions, a haunting and melan- 
choly air, and it made her too sad. She had no heart for any 
more music. She longed for companionship. Alex had gone to 
his room to study some of his law books. He was now 
preparing to take his place in Papa’s law office as Philip had 
planned to do, and Papa had outlined for him much the same 
stern regimen. John had retired to his bed, which left Angel- 
lca with no one to talk to. Her fingers ran aimlessly over the 
keyboard, but she-was unable to coax from the piano the 
music which usually soothed her. She rose and began to 
Wander aimlessly through the house. She did not intend to in- 
Vade Papa’s office while he was out but found herself standing 
beside his desk. She ran her hand across the back of his 
thair, caressing it with her fingers. She let her eyes travel 
Over the many books, all orderly and erect on their shelves, 
heat and tidy, like so many soldiers standing at attention. She 
fat in her father’s chair, facing his desk, and her eye fell on a 
paper that he was writing but had, obviously, not yet finished, 
the page being not more than half full. She picked it up 
casually and began to peruse it, wondering if it had been the 
one he held while conversing with Mr. Van Ness that after- 
hoon. It was, unquestionably, a list of some kind, for each 
new thought was marked with a number. She read, 


1. My religious and moral principles are strongly 
opposed to the practice of Dueling and it would ever 
give me pain to be obliged to shed the blood of a fel- 
low in a private combat forbidden by laws. 
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2. My wife and Children are extremely dear to me, 
‘and my life is of the utmost importance to them, in 
various views. 

3. I feel a sense of obligation towards my creditors; 
who in case of accident to me... may be in some 
degree sufferers .... 

4. I am conscious of no ill-will to Col. Burr, dis- 
tinct from political opposition. 

Lastly, I shall hazard much, ... 


Here he had set down his pen. Angelica returned tho 
document to the desk but continued to stare at it. The tone of 
the paper was disturbing to. her. Although it was the very 
thing she had hoped her father would do, to declare publicly 
his abhorrence of the practice of dueling, there was some 
thing about this writing which was disquieting to her. She was 
so absorbed in her thoughts that she was unaware of a figure 
in the doorway staring at her as she studied the paper again, 
searching for a clue to her disquietude. 

Abruptly a voice spoke her name, “Angelica!” The voice 
had not been loud, but it had been firm and stern in manne! 
and filled with displeasure. She looked up to find her father 
frowning at her. 

Flustered, she returned the paper to his desk. “Oh, Papa, | 
didn’t mean to intrude. I was lonely and there was. no one 
around. I only wandered in here by accident. I never intend 
ed to pry.” 

Having overcome his initial irritation at finding her read- 
ing his private papers, his manner softened. “I believe you, 
Angelica, my dear. Now it is time for you to go to your 
room.” 

“Papa, the paper that you’ve written against dueling, what 
is it to be used for?” 

“Nothing in particular, Angelica. It is merely a paper to 
state my views, long overdue, possibly for publication at some 
future date. You must not concern yourself with these things. 
Now, along to bed with you.” ; 

“But, Papa, there is something wrong, something horribly 
wrong. I know it. Please tell me what it is. Let me help you.” 

Again his voice was stern. “There is nothing wrong, Angel 
ica, and there is nothing you can do. I am going to bed now, 
and ‘I want you to do the same. I don’t wish to discuss this 
any further tonight. Please go now, my dear.” 

Angelica turned and started from the room. 
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“You will please say nothing of this to your mama. When I 
have finished and am ready, I will allow her to read the ar- 
ticle. Good night, Angelica.” 

She spent a long time sitting in her chair, looking out into 
the night, thinking. She did not want to go to bed. She did 
not want to sleep. She did not want, at all costs, to dream 
bi the nightmare she had so recently dreamed about du- 
sling. Of course, she told herself, that’s why I was so 
frightened when I read Papa’s article. It’s because of the 
dream. I must have recalled the dream without being aware 
of it. It was the word “dueling” that frightened me. But the - 
paper says Papa abhors dueling and thinks it’s immoral. I’m 
sure he wouldn’t go against his conscience and his religion. 
He won’t. I know he won't. Papa is right, I must put it out of 
my mind. I dwell too much on the way in which poor Philip 
died. Y'll think about myself and the ball and what a mar- 
velous time I shall have, and how proud Alex will be to es- 
¢ort me, and how handsome and gay and popular he will be. 
Dear Alex. She climbed into bed and closed her eyes, trying 
to envision herself in her celestial blue gown, standing beside 
her cousins in their soft crepe dresses.of pink and green. Tt 
was a most appealing picture. Then she saw herself in the 
arms of a handsome young man she had never before seen; 
they were whirling about the room to the strains of the or- 
thestra, seated in the garden. At last, she fell asleep with this 
delightful image in her mind. In her dream, the young man 
faded into Aaron Burr, his arm tightly fixed around her 
waist, whirling her faster and faster around the room, then 
out through the garden and into the darkness beyond. 


Chapter XIX 


The drawing room of the Church’s home on Broadway 
was ablaze with hundreds of candles. The front door stood 
open and the windows were raised to take full advantage ol 
the air that might be stirring on this second day of July 1804 
The day had been hot and the sun had not been down lon 
enough to allow the evening breeze from the river to cool oll 
the city. There was the sound of laughter floating out into 
the street as Angelica and Alex drew up to the doorway in 
their carriage. Through the open door, they could see Angel 
ica and Elizabeth Church chatting animatedly with thei: 
guests. Philip Church stood on the front steps talking with all 
new atfrivals. Alex stepped down from the carriage and went 
round to offer his assistance to Angelica. Together they madc 
their way to the house, pausing on the steps to greet their 
cousin Philip. The carriage was driven down the street and 
around the corner to take its place beside the large assem- 
blage of other vehicles waiting until the finish of the party. 
There were hugs and kisses and exclamations of delight ex- 
changed among the three female cousins. The celestial blue 
gown fitted Angelica’s young figure to perfection, showing of 


to great advantage her extremely slender waist and delicate | 


beauty. Her skirt, which was full and gathered, but worn 
without benefit of a hoop, stopped slightly above her ankles. 
The slippers were particularly fragile and dainty on her feet, 
a perfect compliment to the dress. And Betsy had dressed her 
hair in a most becoming style. It was brushed and piled on 
her head, but not extravagantly high, and it was without 
a trace of powder. It had been freshly washed and brushed 
until it shown like a newly minted golden coin. Here and 
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ihre her mother had placed a rose and a white ribbon, the 
nes they had purchased in the city. Angelica preferred not 
i wear a gauze or a hat on her head, and this arrangement 
was a perfect solution. The total effect was as though she 
were a princess in a story of some made-up tale. Her smile 
iis evening was radiant. She was conscious of her beauty, 
wid she held her head high to accent the slenderness of her 
jock, She compared most favorably with her cousins and had 
io cause to feel inferior. They complemented each other su- 
ai well, the two Church girls, stunning in their new 

tench gowns and jewelry borrowed from their mother; they 
had an air of European beauty to them; while Angelica shone 
i all her thoroughly American loveliness, a true daughter of 
her father’s adopted country. 

Alex was very gallant. He claimed her for the first dance 
himself, then his roving eye, another trait which he inherited 
from his father, surveyed the room and came to rest on a 
young lady from Maine by the name of Catherine Dunley, 
who was visiting a distant relative in the city. She had an Irish 
kind of beauty with coal black hair and milky white skin and 

en eyes. Alex claimed her for several dances and brought 

r over to introduce to his sister. Angelica thought her quite 
A personable and attractive young lady and smiled approv- 
Ingly at Alex. 

She, herself, was swept up in the tempo and excitement of 
the evening and was pleasantly surprised to find herself so 
popular. She spent a great deal of time dancing with a variety 
of young men, listening to their compliments and agreeably 
flirting and charming them all. It was considerably more en- 
joyable than she had thought it would be. 

But the evening was warm and the dancing became tiring 
In the confines of the large room filled with so many young 
people. Angelica had stopped occasionally with one young ¢s- 
tort or another to sip a cooling glass of. punch. But she felt 
that this practice could not continue the entire evening if she 
hoped to retain her wits and her self-control. She was begin- 
ning to feel a bit of a headache and thought a breath or two 
of fresh air might revive her. As she looked about the room 
in search of Alex, she noted with envy that the heat evidently 
had no effect on him, and as for dancing, he seemed tireless. 
His black-haired beauty had been joined by two young 
friends who stood gazing at Alex with star-glazed eyes, while 
he was conversing with all three at once and managing to 
keep them entertained enough to titter and giggle at his light 
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banter. Angelica excused herself to the young man at hei 
side, pleading the need of fresh air and not wanting to draj 
him away from the entertainment. In truth, she had enjoyeil 
the hectic evening of dancing, but she would welcome a mo 
ment alone to refresh herself. Smiling sweetly at her partner, 
she promised to return to him in time for the next turn 
around the floor. Stepping out the back door, she found that 
her idea was not original. There were nearly as many couples 
in the small back garden, along with the orchestra, as there 
were in the drawing room or dining room. She turned quickly 
and made her way gracefully through the sea of young ladiow 
and gentlemen toward the front door. Once outside on tho 
steps, she was slightly dismayed to find that she was not the 
first to look for a respite here, either. Treading her way 
through the group on the front steps, she ambled slowly down 
the street toward the end of the block. When she reached tho 
corner, she found the solitude so refreshing that she decided 
to continue on to the next corner. The fresh air seemed to bo 
a help in clearing her headache, undoubtedly caused by the 
excessive and unaccustomed noise and the heat of July. Aj 
she ‘reached the corner of the second block, she noticed 4 
horse and carriage standing‘there, quietly waiting. She had 
_ not expected to find anyone so far from the party, and the 
sight of it startled her. With quick decision, she turned and 
started back to the Church residence when a voice from in 
side the carriage said, “Good evening, Miss Hamilton. Won't 
you please join me?” Angelica stopped. The voice was unmis 
takably that of Aaron Burr. She was uncertain whether to ac 
cept his invitation or to run in panic back to the safety of her 
cousins and Alex. 

“Don’t be alarmed. I had no wish to frighten you. I would 
only like to have the opportunity to talk with you for a short 
while. Then you may return to your ball.” His voice was soft 
and persuasive again. : 

“Mr. Burr, I must return to my ball; my presence is ex 
pected there. It would not be seemly for me to join you in 
your carriage at this hour. It would appear that I had left the 
party for a clandestine meeting with you rather than for 4 
breath of air,” she protested. 

“Then we shall take care not to cause you embarrassment, 
my dear,” he answered, stepping gallantly from the carriage 
and holding open the door for her to enter. “We shall take 4 
short ride around the city or perhaps a short way into the 
country.” 
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“No, I daren’t go for a ride in your carriage,” she said, 
femembering the nightmare, and remembering being carried 
Off into the darkness by this very man in front of her. 

“Very well, then let us repair to my home. It is not too far, 
ind it is very private,” he offered. 

“But that would be even more improper. I think it would 
be best to bid you good night, Mr. Burr.” She turned from 
him in an effort to return to the safety of the ball. 

He took her arm, to prevent her from flying away from 
him a second time. “Surely you will not deny me the oppor- 
{nity to apologize for my imprudence when last we met? I 
wore no disrespect. Allow me a few minutes to assure you 
Of that. 

Looking into his candid face, Angelica found that she did 
not have the heart to be cruel to him, though she suspected 
that it would be better for her to do so. Taking his hand, she 
¢limbed into the carriage. Then he took his place beside her. 

“May we not enjoy a léisurely ride together for a short 
time, Angelica?” 

“T have not the time to spare, Colonel Burr. My brother 
ind my cousins will begin to wonder at my absence if I do 

ot return hastily. I think it best that. you state your apology 
ere, and then I shall leave you to take your trip about the 
tity in private if you so wish.” She was not at all certain that 
her brother would miss her until it was time to end the eve- 
fing and return home, but it seemed a reasonable thing to 
say, and she did not care to venture too far with this man. 

“As you wish. I’m most truly sorry to have alarmed you, 
Angelica. I desire that we remain friends. In fact, I would 
like to increase that friendship and have you grow to trust 
and respect me. My purpose was merely toward that end. It 
lt only your happiness toward which I strive,” Aarons told 
her gently. 

“In truth, Mr. Burr, I’m glad of this chance to speak with 
aq I’m much concerned with my father’s state of mind. I 
cel that he is in danger, but I cannot tell what that danger 
might be. I would appreciate a frank statement from you as 
to whether or not you might be able to enlighten me on this 
matter.” . 

Aarons was startled at this semiaccusation. He was aware 
that in a little more than a week, on July 11, to be exact, he 
ind Hamilton were scheduled to engage in a duel. The ar- 
tingements had already been worked out by his second, 
William Van Ness, and Hamilton’s second, Judge Nathaniel 
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Pendleton. But there was a code of silence, a ritual strictly 
adhered to in the practice of dueling, not only because di 
eling was against the law in New York, but because of 4 
long, unbroken tradition. It saved relatives and friends a greal 
deal of worry and unhappiness if they knew nothing of the 
proposed encounter. How, then, could she have discovered! 
Was Alexander nervous and apprehensive at home? From thé 
reports of those who dealt with him, he was unusually com 
posed and jovial at his work in the city. It would stand to 
reason, then, that he would be just as convincing in his dis 
sembling at home. Yet, here was his delicate daughter, con 
cerned enough about him to want to seek information from 4 
man she believed to be his enemy. 

“J can’t imagine what might be the cause of his distress, 
my dear, unless it be that some of his creditors are pressing 
for payment,” he lied. : 

“That is not my meaning. Papa is in some danger—physi 
cal ot mental danger—that has nothing to do with debts. | 
know this is true, but I don’t know what to do. I feel that it 
also concerns you. That is why I’m glad of this opportunity to 
speak with you again.” 

The word danger rang like a great church bell deep in the 
mind of Aaron Burr. It was the word that sent an alarm 
through his being and ,caused the mind of Dr. Aarons to 
force itself to remain in control. He did not want to alarm 
her again as he had in the past, yet he must make Angelica, 
on this encounter, realize what was happening and what 
would happen to her if she did not allow herself to be freed, 
However, he was no nearer the mystery of how to approach 
the subject now than he had been on their first meeting, but he 
determined to be as honest as he could without frightening 
her. He must tread slowly and carefully. 

“Angelica, it’s true. Your father is in great danger. No one 
can save him, but I can save you. Nothing you can do will 
make a change in his destiny. But you have the opportunity 
to save yourself, and that you must do immediately. You 


must leave this century. before it is too late for you to go,” he 


pleaded with her. 

“Colonel Burr, you take me for a fool. You speak in 
riddles for me. How can I go anywhere when I know my fa- 
ther is in danger? If you know this, then you must be part of 
a plot. I beg of you, Colonel Burr, whatever it is, spare my 
father. He means no great harm to anyone.” 
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“I can only try, Angelica, but with assurance that I am 
hound to fail in that attempt.” 

“How can you fail if you are sincere in your efforts?” She 
didn’t understand his reasoning at all. 

“Angelica, please put these thoughts from your mind. 
Think only of yourself. Come with me. If you will only leave 
this place with me, I shall be able to explain all this to your 
satisfaction afterward.” 

“t would have the explanation first, sir.” Angelica stub- 
hornly shook her head. 

“I cannot explain in terms that you would understand.” He 

feached to take her hand, hoping that the physical contact 
would serve to reassure her of his sincerity. “But I bear your 
father no great ill will, and I’m certain he bears none toward 
me. 
Suddenly, and with great clarity the paper she had found 
on her father’s desk, the explanation of his beliefs on dueling, 
sprang into Angelica’s mind. She stared at her companion in 
horror. The two men had expressed exactly the same words. 
"You must not do this thing. You must not do this thing.” 
The words were spoken in choked gasps. 

“Angelica, what is it? What’s the matter?” Aarons took 
hold of her arm, afraid that she was about to faint away. 

Her eyes settled steadily on him. “You mean to fight a duel 
with my father. I know it. That’s the terrible thing. That’s the 
danger. Deny it if you can.” 

The accusation stunned him at first, then he shrugged and 
i faint satiric smile touched his lips. “Angelica,” he began, 
wondering if he should lie to her but deciding it would be fu- 
tile. “Your father and I have had a disagreement. I have 
asked for an explanation of certain derogatory remarks that 
he has made against my character and of other remarks that 
he is alleged to have made. He has not yet explained to my 
satisfaction, but I have every confidence that he will. It is 
merely a matter of time.” 

Angelica studied his face. He seemed sincere. Did she dare 
trust him? She did not know for certain. “Promise, promise 
me that you will not harm my father,” she begged. 

“How would it benefit me to harm your father, my dear? 
On the other hand, it could not possibly serve him any pur- 
pose to deny me an apology. You concern yourself with 
trivial matters.” Burr smiled at her, believing he had won his 
point. % 

Angelica considered his statement for a moment. It was 
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very plausible. It must be that she had allowed her imaging 
tion to run away with her. Why, what an odd expression, sli 
thought, wondering where she had heard it, why she remem 
bered it. “Nevertheless, you must promise me that you will 
not harm my father,” she begged, rubbing her eyes to cleai 
her head. 

Dr. Aarons found it easy to promise, hoping that thiy 
would bring with it the trust from her that he desperatel\ 
needed if they were to leave this century together. After all, 
he was not the one who was at odds with Hamilton, and hi 
hoped to be away from here before the duel took place. The 
thought of actually attempting to avert it never occurred {0 
him, for that would mean changing the whole course of his 
tory, a matter into which he had never delved but doubted | 
such a thing would be possible. 

uh you allow me to see you again, Angelica?” he asked 
of her. 

“In exchange for your promise not to harm my father, do 
you mean?” she replied. 

“If you wish to put it that way.” 

“T cannot go away with you as you suggest, Mr. Burr,” shé 
answered directly. 

“But will you allow me to see you again?” he persisted. 

“T shall have to consider it.” 

“You must decide within the week,” he prompted her. 

“Why within the week?” Why should there be a time limit 
‘on her decision? What did it mean? Unbidden, alarm. arose 
within her again, and she now wished to be free of this man 
She wished to rush to the arms of her father and there re 
main to protect him ... to have him protect her. “I must go," 
She said as calmly as she could. 

“Angelica, promise me that you will come back.” He held 
tightly to her arm. 

The tone of his voice only caused her alarm to increase 
With all her might, she jerked her arm loose from his grip, 
opened the door of the carriage and jumped down. In het 
hurry she lost her balance and nearly fell to the ground 
Recovering herself, she began to run down the street to the 
safety of her Aunt Church’s house. In her ears she heard the 
voice of Dr. Aarons calling, “Angelica, come back. I must 
take you away. I must return you to your sister.” 

She tried to close her eyes to the cries that followed her 
through the night, and the sight of the blazing light from the 
candles was a beacon to her. She ran up the steps without 
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breaking her stride and stood leaning against the wall of the 
front hall. She was grateful to Alex who approached her and 
asked to introduce a young man whom he was Certain she 
would enjoy. The welcome safety of the people, laughing and 
ay, the noise of the party, the music of the orchestra, all 
elped to relieve the anxiety in her mind. She was more viva- 
tious and charming for the latter part of the evening than she 
had been at the beginning, but she did not enjoy herself and 
was glad when the ordeal was over. As-she and Alex bade 
adieu to their relatives, she let her glance stray the two blocks 
distance to the street corner and was surprised and alarmed 
to find the carriage still .in the same place, still waiting. For 


her? 


Chapter XX 


elica watched her father closely in the days following 
he: ball. She was relieved to find that the melancholy agai 
to have vanished from his spirit. If anything, he was me 
tender with her and Mama and Elizabeth and more on : 
jonable and free with the boys than he had ever os a 
was busy at his office in New York until dinner =e 8 ” a aes 
he then did not leave his family until after they _ = i 
for the night, when he closeted himself in his study a 
Grange to write such papers as’ were necessary OF to : uc y 
some document for his work. She began to relax. her Wetan’ 
of him a little. Although her apprehension had not entir ly 
vanished, the pleasure of seeing her father with such a anes 
ry heart caused her to question whether her suspicions w + 
unwarranted. She kept reassuring herself that ee M 
quarrel between Colonel Burr and himself must have on 
successfully resolved. They had both promised i ~ si 
the question without incident. With each passing = os 7 
able to push farther and farther from her mind her fee a ¢ 
impending doom. She resolved to seek out Colonel Burr Ww * 
next she went into the city to thank him for Coase wit 
her wishes not to harm her father. She found that she vn 
thinking frequently of Colonel Burr these days. He pasa ( 
to be both fascinating and repellent to her, and she was = L 
loss to explain her own feelings toward the man. She wante 
to trust him, and yet, something prevented her. eae 
The Fourth of July was a festive day at the Grange. Mama 
and Papa had decided to invite Grandfather Schuyler ie 
come from Albany. With him also came Mama’s oa 
sister, Kitty, and. her husband, Samuel Malcolm. Angelic 
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ind John Church came with their children, and various 
frends both from New York City and from country homes 
eur the Grange were invited. Great tables of food were 

read under the trees. The guests arrived at ten o’clock and 
the eating began immediately and continued into late after- 
noon. The tables were laden with bowls of oysters and baked 
ofib meat, with baked ham, beef, and turkey. There was a 
wddle of fine mutton from which thick slices were cut. Innu- 
Merable vegetables had been gathered frony the garden, some 
0 be eaten raw, others cooked. Their were home-baked 
heads and biscuits with soft butter and a variety of jams and 
hb There were very large bowls of fruit and slices of 

th the musk and water melons fresh from the garden. 
There was a latge selection of pies and cakes and some of 
Wetsy’s very special ice cream for dessert, and there were 
flinch, shrub, lemonade, and apple cider to drink, as well as 
iillk fresh from the cows that morning. Nathaniel Pendleton 
ind Robert Troup were among the guests, and Papa spent a 

od deal of time in serious conversation with each of them. 
lit that was the only serious note allowed to creep into the 
festivities. Mama was particularly happy and lighthearted, 
Moving from one group of guests to another, chatting amia- 
ily with everyone assembled, seeing that the bowls of food 
Wore kept filled and the drinks kept flowing. The children ate 
their fill and then scampered off to the woods to try. their 
liek at catching frogs or spotting rabbits and squirrels, chip- 
Munk and possums, or to wade barefoot in the icy-cold 
Waters of the brook which fed the pond. Mama and the ladies 
fttired to the comfort of the many. patchwork quilts which 
Nid been spread on the lawn beneath the trees and sat quietly 
thioying the coolness of the shade and Mama’s refreshing 
li The men had gathered on the side veranda of the 
lise, some enjoying their seegars, others their pipes. Alexan- 
fer was very gay and animated, keeping up a lively flow. of 
fOnversation with the gentlemen around him. Angelica was 
elighted to be able to show her friends the aviary. She al- 
ltwed her cousins to open the cage in order to add the birds 
that they had brought her from their party. The two cousins 
Waeled a great deal and were so uncertain of whether or not 
lhe birds would claw them or peck at them with their beaks 
hit Angelica feared the poor things would never make it 
fifely into the cages but would take to the sky and never 
Wiin return. At last, however. they were securely inside. An- 
Wlica could not help admiring the new additions to her col- 
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lection. In a short time, she told her cousins, they would he 
quite at home there. She would name each one and they 
would learn to be friendly with her. After a while, they tired 
of watching the birds and went to take their turns on thé 
number of swings which had been hung from the more subi 
stantial trees. It was an altogether enjoyable day for every 
one. It was after six o’clock when the guests began to depart 
Many of them had other functions to attend that evening 
Alexander would have to depart within the hour to attend the 
annual Fourth of July banquet given by the Society of the 
Cincinnati. After the death of Washington, he had been elect 
ed their president and, as such, was the master of the feast 
each year. Betsy cheerily bade her guests good-bye, then 
settled down to enjoy the company of her father and sister 
and the early evening peace at the Grange following a busy 
day. Before departing, Alexander sought them out on the 
lawn to. say good night since he did not expect to return be 
fore they had retired to bed. He took Betsy’s two hands in his 
own and, oblivious to those who were watching, kissed het 
most affectionately. He then kissed each child, swinging 
Philip into the air before he did so, to hear his delightful 
childish squeal. 

“You must all mind your mother and be very thoughtful of 
her,” he admonished them. Lastly, he kissed Angelica on the 
cheek and said, “I wish you very precious dreams, my dear," 
Climbing into the gig, he drove off, stopping once to turn and 
wave to his family watching him depart. 

He was the last of the members of the Cincinnati to arrive 
at the City Tavern and was welcomed most heartily by the 
others present. He was unusually spirited, and with his ar 
rival, the gaiety increased to a marked degree. Before his ar 
rival, the gentlemen had been engaged in toasting each other 
and so were already in good spirits. Consequently, his vivac 
ity was contagious. As the banquet and the eveninj 
progressed, both the spirit and the level of noise in the taverti 
heightened to form a noticeable contrast to the one solemn 
member who was not imbibing the spirits offered around not 
absorbing the spirit of gaiety which pervaded the gathering 
Aaron Burr remained sober and aloof. He watched his op 
ponent with a level steely gaze, wondering at the pluck of this 
man who could so. successfully assume an attitude of 
lightheartedness and give not the slightest hint of anxiety al 
what he must know lay ahead of him exactly one week from 
this day. A most remarkable man, Burr concluded, and 4 
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Worthy adversary. It seems rather a shame that I mus k 
him, for in many ways he’s truly an admirable Montane: te 
thought to himself, totally in command of his thoughts. 
‘ At the finish of the banquet, after imbibing much wine and 
randy, the company began to sing. At times like this, in 
uch high spirits, a bawdy song or two seemed compulsory, 
And so they were had. Then from the nostalgia created by an 
excess of drink, some of the old campaign songs from the 
iliys when: they fought together in the Revolution which 
treated this great country, and finally, almost inevitably, the 
ten began to call for Hamilton to sing their favorite, “How 
per the Glass Around?” He rarely sang alone in public, 
it it was almost part of the ritual of the Cincinnati July 
fourth festivities that he favor them with this song. This 
night, however, he declined. Though gay in spirit, he did not 
feel like standing in front of the men to render a ballad. He 
feared his composure might fail him. But the company would 
hot be refused. In unison they began to bang their feet on the 
floor and call for him to: sing, until, at length, he was forced 
(6 comply with their wishes. Climbing onto the table that he 


Might be seen by all, he sang in his ve i 
Voice clear and true, ‘ . ee 


How stands the glass around? 
For shame! ye take no care, my boys; 
How stands the glass around? 
Let mirth.and wine abound! 
Ls iewaigne sound: 
e colors they are flying, boys 
To fight, kill or ant, sister 
May we still be found 
Content with our hard fate, my boys 
On the cold ground! 


Why, soldiers, why, 

Should we be melancholy, boys? 
Why, soldiers, why? 

Whose business.’tis to die! 

What! sighing? fie! 

Don’t fear; drink on; be jolly, boys! 
°Tis he, you, or I! 

Cold, hot, wet, or dry, 

We're always bound to follow, boys, 
And scorn to fly! 
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*Tis but in vain : 
I ks not to upbraid you, boys 
*Tis but in vain a 
For soldiers to complain: 
ld next campaign 
Sead us to Him who made us, boys, 
We're free from pain; 
t, if we remain, 
cade and a kind landlady 
Cure all again! 


i i ful silence, 
i mpany of men listened in respect ne 
b Dinah karaeited of all seemed to be Aaron se gan 
t the end of the table. As Hamilton climbed up | tt 
cash his singing, Burr had leaned forward, rested his Be om 
on the table, bis chin on his hands, and watched thus throu 
the eeitea rendition. At the finish, he did not join in sng gen 
eine lause but calmly rose and walked. from oh TOO aes 
e phe graciously accepting the at * an la ‘* 
efully studied the departing figure of his en ne 
pad ad of the room, then once more turned his a sgt 
the siaeatiblags about him and led all in a rollicking ver: 
ng. 
Z ee Pe ie that night when Alexander i eae 
The quiet and stillness of the house haunt ce Big 
thed him. He longed to waken Elizabeth to Sap A 
opaitort her and to seek comfort from her, bi : i Bs 
dare let her know what he was facing. He did cy oe on 
let her suspect. Sleep did not come easily to es parry 
and rather than toss and turn for hours on ee chess ae 
write a letter of farewell to his very dear Eliza, cog 
dleton would be instructed to deliver to her al simple 
death, and only Aieigt oe ica ee bs =a a 
any times before writte ut 
ete end official letters, this one pai ge? » ge 
his love and his motives, did not come eas ly. ‘aching 
is t desire to be most eloquent in his farewell, but, ins rie 
had written her in simple terms. He searched his aguas ¢ 
Sorts to ease the pain he hsp ~ eat : a. 
i hat he had written, bs 
eS in it It did gi ee apes ie a - be 
joned, “Adieu best of wi 
Ss ara darling Children for me. Ever ere ce } 
"Sealing the letter, he placed it in his desk drawer 
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It, Tomorrow he would give the letter to Pendleton. who was 
to serve as his second, but in the meantime he would take no 
thances that it might be unwittingly discovered, as had his 
treatise on dueling. With a heavy heart, he climbed the stairs 
find stood some time looking at. the sleeping Eliza, his “best 
of wives.” 

The next few days were busy for everyone. Grandfather 
Schuyler, along with Kitty and Samuel, remained at the 
Orange for nearly a week. Grandfather refused to return 
home until Eliza and Alexander had promised to spend the 
Month of August with him. They would leave about. the 
Wenty-fifth of July and remain for all of August. All the 
thildren eagerly looked forward to the trip, and Betsy busily 

gan preparing for their departure. There was much to be 

ne before she could go. Hamilton remained as good-spir- 

d as he had been the last few weeks, and Angelica’s. worry 

t him seemed to be for naught. She happily anticipated 

ir visit to Albany and assisted her mother in the prepara- 
llons. Alex, Jr., went almost daily into the city with his father 

, to learn the routine of the law office he would shortly 
iin. Angelica and her mother joined them on their 
they into the city one day and spent the morning in shop- 

@ for various items the family had need of. It was as 

vely a time as Angelica could remember. At two o’clock the 
fiir of them had dinner at the City Hotel, then paid a call 
if Auntie Church before returning home together. The entire _ 
lime, Angelica wondered. if they would have the poor fortune 
(encounter Colonel Burr, but they did not. 

They were busy and happy and the days until Grandfather 

luyler and his two companions left passed swiftly and in a 

tty of activity. Life did, indeed, seem to be quite in order. 

the tenth of July, Papa even decided that it was unneces- 
Wy for him to go to his Wall Street office and spent the day 
loying the company-of his children and assisting his wife in 
preparations. His customary gaiety now had a bittersweet 
to it, but both Eliza and Alex were too busy to wonder 

the cause, and the other children too young to notice. Only 
lica perceived a difference. She wondered if he were 
from working so hard to put his affairs in order before 

t departure. Angelica was delighted when Alexander 

d her to favor them with a recital on the pianoforte that 

ing. When she had played for the better part of an hour, 

lasked if she might play for them the lovely hymn by 
‘of which she had grown so fond, “Jesu, Joy of Man’s 
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Desiring.” As she began to play, Alexander came to stan 
beside her at the piano watching her closely. He was quite 
moved by the hymn. 

There was a particular tenderness in his voice as he bade 
them good night, which disturbed Angelica as she lay in het 
bed later, waiting for sleep to overtake her. She resolved to 
speak with her father the next day to make certain that the 
old quarrel with Colonel Burr had not erupted again. How 
good it would be to have the family all together and all al 
peace on Grandfather’s farm in Albany. The rest would do 
Papa so much good. And with that thought on her mind, she 
slipped peacefully into slumber. 

In his study on the ground floor, Alexander also though 
that a rest at Albany would be a blessing and fervently 
wished he were able to make the trip, but he was too realistic 
to think it might even be possible. Still, it had pleased Betsy 
and the children-to plan for it these last few days. He stood 4 
long time staring out the window into the vacant night, won 
dering what would become of his dear wife and children, for 
he was certain his doom was sealed. At length, he sat at his 
desk and wrote one last letter to his dear Eliza. It was dated 
July 10, 1804, Tuesday Evening, ten o'clock. This time he 
told her in plain terms that he had decided that his scruplei 
as a Christian would not allow him to take the life of an 
other; consequently, 
thereby exposing himself to almost certain death. He charged 
her to remember that she was a Christian, and once mor 
bade her adieu. 

As Alexander climbed the stairs to his room, he looked in 
on all the children for the last time. Seeing that John wa 
restless, he sat beside his bed and said, “John, have you nol 
fallen asleep?” 

John looked at his father in surprise. “No sir.” 

“Then will you not come to share my bed for this night? | 
have need of your comfort and companionship.” 

John rose quietly, Alexander took his hand, and together 
they tiptoed into the bedroom. They slept that night like two 
young boys, hand in hand. j 

It was not yet daylight when Alexander rose, hoping not to 
disturb John. But as he was dressing, John opened his eye! 
slightly. With difficulty he raised himself to one elbow and 
rubbed his eyes with the back of his hand. “Come back to 
bed, Father. It’s not daylight yet,” he said. : 

Alexander finished buttonine his shirt and knelt beside hii 
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he had decided to hold his own fire, | 


ion, still, abed. “You must go back to sleep for me, John. I 
id not intend to disturb you. I have a very early appoint- 
ire this morning and must be on my way into the city. Be- 


re I leave, will you join me in 
rayer’?” 
John nodded his assent, and Alexander clasped his two 
young hands between his own as their voices joined in a 
Whispered, “Our Father, who art in Heaven, hallowed be Thy 
fume, Thy Kingdom come, Thy will be done as earth as it is 
ln Heaven. Give us this day our daily bread and forgive us 
Our trespasses . . .” here Alexander paused. John, thinking he 
Was having difficulty remembering the next phrase, prompted, 
“as we forgive .:.” Alexander smiled tenderly at his son as 
i renewed his recitation, “Forgive us our trespasses as we 
rgive those who trespass against us and lead us not into 
lomptation but deliver us from evil for Thine is the Kingdom 
ind the power and the glory forever and ever, Amen.” John 
ea his eyes to look at his father, who remained kneeling. 
father, forgive me,” breathed Alexander before opening his 
to gaze for the last time at his son. His eyes began to 
ten with tears as he rose. John nestled down again into his 
Alexander bent to kiss his head and whispered, 
emember always, John, I love you all.” Then he turned 
id left the room without looking back. Quickly he walked 
wn the stairs and out the door, not trusting himself to 
_ or stop or gaze at any of the: sleeping forms of his 
ved ones. He drove rapidly into the city and down to the 
tock where he found Pendleton waiting for him with Dr. 
Hosack, who had been asked to attend the duelists, and, of 
fourse, the boatman. They exchanged no greeting, it seemed 
futile, but immediately stepped into the barge, and the boat- 
Man began to row them across the Hudson to the heights of 
Weehawken. As they drew closer to the New Jersey shore, 
thoughts of his lost Philip, who had fallen on this very spot 
three years before, floated into Alexander’s mind, mingling 
there with his prayer for the safekeeping of his dear family 
ind beloved wife. Dr. Hosack found the sadness on his 
friend’s face unbearable to gaze upon and averted his gaze. 
Pendleton could find no word of comfort for his friend and 
femmained silently by his side. Since the duel was scheduled 
for seven o’clock, Alexander was surprised to find that 
Colonel Burr was already at the site when they arrived. He 
had thought to be-there first, but Colonel Burr, with William 
Van Ness and two friends, Matthew David and Marinus Wil- 
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rendering ‘The Lord’s 


lett, had arrived by barge from Richmond Hill about six 
thirty and were clearing brush from the area. It seems indé 
cently eager on his part to rush the end of my life so, thought 
Alexander, facing his opponent. . 

The two adversaries nodded briefly to each other. The sec 
onds, Pendleton and Van Ness shook hands. Burr’s two 
friends retreated into the woods close behind the. opening and 
Dr. Hosack took a position beyond and to the side of the 
clearing away from the steep cliff that led to the river. Judge 
Pendleton asked each of the adversaries if their differences 
could be reconciled without taking this drastic step and wat 
assured that they could not. This last attempt at averting the 
duel was part of a rigid code of honor which was alwayi 
strictly observed. He carefully explained the rules governinj 
the contest and asked if the principals understood what war 
permitted and what was not. Each of the men nodded to indi 
cate that he understood. The paces were stepped off, the posi 
tions were marked and Van Ness and Pendleton chose lots to 
settle where each man should stand and which second shoul 
give the command to fire. Pendleton won each lot. He then 
gave the final instructions. “If one of the parties fires and the 
other hath not fired, the opposing second shall say ‘one, two, 
three, fire,’ and he shall then fire or lose his shot.” 

‘Burr stepped gingerly into position. ; 

Resse soleranly walked to his appointed spot. Almoui 
in unison each man accepted his pistol from the hands of hit 
second. Burr raised his pistol once and aimed it at his op 
ponent. Alexander raised his pistol also, but lowered it immo 
diately. Shifting his weight slightly, he -raised it again. Hi 
squinted. The position he had been assigned was facing thi 
rising sun, and the early morning glare of the sun and its re 
flection from the waters of the Hudson made it difficult for 
him to see his opponent. Twice more he raised and lowere(! 
his pistol, but found the glare as oppressive each time. At lawl 
he motioned Pendleton to approach and handed the pistol to 
him. “I beg pardon for delaying you, but the direction of th 

light renders it necessary,” he apologized to Burr, taking hi 
spectacles from his pocket and adjusting them on his face 
Taking the pistol from Pendleton again, he raised his head 
and said, “I am ready to begin.” 2 : 

Pendleton asked his friend, “Will you have the hairspriny 
set?” 

“Not this time.’ Alexander’s reply was quiet and steady 
his gaze never once moving from his opponent’s face. 
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| the word ‘present’ you are privileged to fire as soon as it 
' pleases you.” He then stepped to join Van Ness, and together 


After a moment, Pendleton said, “Immediately following 


they withdrew a safe distance from the field. 

“Are you ready?” Pendleton called. 

“I am ready, sir,” replied Burr. 

“Tam ready,” said Hamilton. 

Pendleton looked compassionately at his friend of many 
years and then at the man who stood opposite him. Taking a 
deep breath, he said, “Present.” 

Hamilton lifted his gun but did not take careful aim. 


' Aaron Burr lifted his gun with the expertise that came from 


long hours of target practice at Richmond Hill. He fired. The 
bullet struck Alexander in the abdomen. The impact of the 
bullet caused him to spin in the opposite direction. His 
muscles tightened in reflex to the blow and his pistol fired the 
bullet into the air, cropping a small branch from a nearby 
tree. Hamilton crumpled onto the ground. Seeing that he was 
hit, Pendleton and Dr. Hosack immediately rushed to his 
Side. Burr stood and stared for a minute at his fallen op- 
ponent, then he slowly started toward him. The mind of 
Aarons surged to the fore. What a hideous thing I’ve been 
part of, he thought. I must help the man. I must at least see 
what can be done. But he felt a restraining hand on his arm. 
Van Ness held an umbrella close to his face, blocking his 
view of the fallen man and obscuring his face from the sight 
of anybody who might have heard the shot. He was half- 
pulled and half-prodded down the steep incline to the safety 
of his barge. As quickly as his group was gathered on the 
barge, the boatman began to row across the river to the 
safety of Richmond Hill. The return trip was made in silence. 
No one knew how seriously Hamilton had been wounded. No 
one knew what to say. I’ve failed, Aarons told himself, strug- 
gling to stay in control. I haven’t been able to convince Angie 
to return to her own time, now I’ve been a party to the death 
of her father, and she will certainly be lost in the madness 
that is about to overtake Angelica. “There’s very little I can 
hope to do for her now. I’ve failed: Before taking leave of his 
friends, Burr asked Van Ness to write to Dr. Hosack immedi- 
ately to determine the severity of Hamilton’s wound. Then he 
went into the house, cleaned and freshened himself and had 
breakfast, after which he sat down to write his darling Theo- 
dosia to give her a brief description of the duel. 

Pendleton was the first to arrive at his friend’s side. He 
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lifted Alexander’s head and cradled it in his arms. Dr 
Hosack bent over him, half-lying, half-sitting in the grass 
Looking up into the face of the good doctor, Alexander said, 
“Doctor, this is a mortal wound,” and then he swooned away 
Dr. Hosack examined the injury, then covered it as best he 
could with Hamilton’s shirt. The stricken look he was unable 
to hide told Pendleton that it was, indeed, a mortal wound. 
Hosack said nothing but shook his head sadly over the fallen 
warrior. Together the two men lifted the still form of their 
comrade and carried him as gently as possible down the 
jagged incline to the boat. Seeing the blood oozing from the 
wound, the boatman tried to make his strokes as rhythmic and 
gentle as he could in an effort not to jar the injured man. 
There seemed to he no reason to hurry to reach the other 
side. About midway across the river, Hamilton revived and 
looked about him. “My vision is indistinct,” he said. His eye 


fell on the pistol. “Take care of that pistol; it is undischarged 
and still cocked. It may go off and do harm.” It was with 
great effort that he spoke, but he was unaware that the pistol 
had fired and wanted to save his friends from accidental in- 
jury. Looking at Dr. Hosack;,: he said, “Pendleton knows I did 


not intend to fire at him.” Pendleton nodded his head sadly, 
fighting to keep back the tears. 

“Yes,” said Pendleton, “I have already made Dr. Hosack 
acquainted with your determination as to that.” 

Alexander closed his eyes and remained calm. Once or 
twice, as the doctor held his wrist, Hamilton opened his eyes 
to ask concerning the pulse. As they reached the dock and 
prepared to lift him to dry land, he opened his eyes and said 
weakly to Pendleton, “Let Mrs. Hamilton be immediately 
sent for. Let the event be gradually broken to her, but give 
her hopes.” Then he added as an afterthought, “Do not for- 
get the letters to her. I put in your safekeeping.” Pendleton 
nodded his head, unable to speak. 

Hamilton’s friend Bayard came rushing toward them. A 
servant of his had seen them rowing across the river earlier in 
the morning, and Bayard was anxious about the outcome. On 
seeing the limp and torn body of his friend, he fought to keep 
the tears from his eyes. 

“My home is nearest. Bring him there. I will do everything 
that can be done to make him comfortable,” said Bayard. By 
now, others had gathered at the wharf, and Pendleton and 
Dr. Hosack were assisted with their burden. 

Dr. Hosack was now able to examine the wound more 
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' pierced his ribs, 


carefully. He could see no hope of saving his friend. Dr. 
Wright Post was summoned, but he agreed with Hosack that 
nothing could be done. Still, the group of loyal friends re- 
fused to give up hope.. When the French consul, General 
Kay, heard of the disaster, for the news had now begun to 
spread like a plague through the city of New York, he insist- 
ed upon sending the surgeons from on board various French 
frigates anchored there in the harbor to be of assistance. All 
was to no avail. There was nothing that anyone could do to 
save the life of Alexander Hamilton. The bullet had done its 
job thoroughly in destroying the body of this man. It had 
fracturing one of them, damaged his liver 
and diaphragm and lodged at last in his vertebrae. Alexander 
had more need of a clergyman than a doctor, and he was too 


well aware of this. 


Singly and in groups, friends of Alexander and the Hamil- 
ton family began to gather about the house in order to learn 
of any change in his condition. 

Dr. Hosack, with the. concurrence of Dr. Post, decided the 


‘most they could do for his friend was to try to relieve his 


} pain: To this end, they administered large doses of laudanum. 


In spite of all they could do, Alexander was in great pain; 


| suffering clearly stamped itself on his face. 


waiting crowd parted to 


As a carriage drew up in front of the house, the ‘silent, 
make way for it. No sooner had it 


pulled to a stop, than Pendleton stepped from it and assisted 


the distraught Mrs. Hamilton to the ground. She had been in- 


formed that her husband was injured and in great pain. No 
‘one of his friends, and least of all Pendleton, was brave 


enough to confront her with the aspect of his death. Entering 


"the house, she was greeted by Mr. Bayard and his wife and 


embraced by Alexander’s old and dear friend Oliver Wolcott, 
who had intended to leave the city. and return to his home 
that morning but could not bring himself to depart when he 


' Jearned of the injury to his esteemed friend. He had rushed to 


Bayard’s house to discover the severity of the wound and had 


| wept when Hosack informed him that there was no hope that 
"Hamilton might survive. But he realized that his loss was as 
' nothing compared to that Mrs. Hamilton must sustain, and 


so, he had arranged his face to disguise his sorrow and re- 
mained at the house to offer her and the children what com- 


i fort he could, consoling her as best he knew how. 


Betsy could not control her own sorrow as she entered the 


house, and she was thankful that the children were to be 
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i t she might 
in another carriage by Troup. At leas nt 
~ sire i minutes alone with her stricken husband es 
they came. But Dr. Hosack refused to allow her to enter 
Alexander’s room with tears running down her face. | — 
“My dear Mrs. Hamilton,” he reproached her, os et. 
band is suffering great pain. You must dry your tears be oS : 
can allow you to go to him. For it is you who must com 
2 ” 
one voretet Dr. Hosack, and I hap aines oe, wee Cae 
in my sorrow. I would not fail him in this, , 
Pca hex eyes and making a great effort not to appear to 
tally destroyed by this latest blow to her pein ce 
Together they entered the sick room and Dr. ig a 
a chair for her near the bed on which her pee ih si 
Betsy could. not control her misery as she sat besi re colt a 
band. The pain was reflected in his eyes. ape if ioe Lb at 
: i i is 2 
face in spite of his best efforts to catacaa Eee best 
bs came unbidden and uncontrolled. i 
e hide her tears in the sight of so much aaa ps ae 
could not for long. In the end, it me sgn egia r nee a ae 
fort her. Turning his head as best he coule 
little icnagth he could summon, he said to her, ita 
my dear Eliza, you are a Christian.” His voice was we 
thetic but firm. 
Paves, Alexander, I shall try,” oe murmured. 
“Dr. Hosack,” he called, quietly. if : Z 
The doctor stepped closer to his bed. “Yes, my friend,” he 
ope Moore be summoned again. As he eeuruented | 
have given my situation serious reflection and most pees 
desire to receive Communion at his hands. Surely, he Legion 
deny me this comfort any nd ge matter is mos 
ou,” Hamilton pleaded. i 
Mee ae toatl Alexander, I shall send him that conte re iad 
plied Hosack. In departing the room, he left Betsy an 
ther in silence. ; 
Darien he returned a few minutes later, the children eee 
panied him. Philip and Elizabeth, the smallest of them, s' nan 
at the foot of the bed, not comprehending the meaning ik 
all, knowing only that their usually poten vonage ec: sy 
t nd ashen. The boys, Alex, r., James, @ . 
eed enieily and respectfully pent the bed, aon = Kees 
i t what to say. It did not seem pos 
toe tae could be their lively father of the day before. 
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Silently, they wondered if he would recover from this illness. 
Angelica stood beside her mother to gather from her what 
strength she could. She stared mournfully at the pathetic fig- 
ure of her father. She could find no words to utter. Alexander 
opened his eyes and gazed at each dear face in turn, his lips 
parted as though to speak, perhaps of love, perhaps of fare- 
well, but no words would come. He could not bear to think 
of leaving them in this manner; he could not bring himself to 
say farewell. Tears burned in his eyes until he was forced to 
close them again and turn his head to the wall. Silently he 
wept for them as they were ushered from the room. 

The wait for Bishop Moore seemed endless to Hamilton, 
who feared he might die before he was accepted into the 


| church. Quietly he prayed that Bishop Moore would now 


grant his request. For upon arrival at Bayard’s house Alexan- 
der had called for the Bishop, but Bishop Benjamin Moore 
had refused to administer Communion to him because it 


' would indicate that he, as the head of the Episcopal Church, 
' condoned the hideous practice of dueling. Nor could -any 


other clergyman in the city of New York be prevailed upon 


| to administer the Communion to Alexander. Hamilton grew 
' most fearful that he would be allowed to die unprepared to 


meet his God. The fires of hell seemed to be reaching up to 
envelop him and mingle with the intolerable pain coursing 


_ through his body. Alexander’s greatest dread was that the end 
_ of his life would make the whole of it unacceptable in the 


eyes of his Creator. 

Alexander was greatly relieved when he opened his eyes 
shortly after one o’clock to find the Bishop Moore standing 
beside Betsy, attempting to bring her some consolation. He 
spoke to the Bishop, “My dear sir, you perceive my unfortu- 
nate situation, and no doubt have been made acquainted with 
the circumstances which led to it. It is my desire to-receive 
the Communion at your hands. I hope you will not conceive 
there is any impropriety in my request.” 

The Bishop gazed solemnly at his friend and sadly shook 
his head without uttering a sound. It was his Christian duty 
to administer aid to every human soul, but he could not go 
against the precepts of the church. 

Alexander added after some few minutes, “It has for some © 
time past been the wish of my heart, and it was my intention 
to take an early opportunity of uniting myself to the church, 
by the reception of that holy ordinance.” 

This time the Bishop responded, “I regret, my friend 
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Hamilton, that however desirous I might be to afford consola- 
tion to a fellow mortal in distress; still, it is my duty as a 
minister of the gospel, to hold up the law of God. I must un- 
equivocally condemn the practice which has brought you to 
your present unhappy condition.” 

“I am forced to acknowledge the propriety of your senti- 
ments, Bishop. But I desire that you are knowledgeable of the 
fact that I view now the late transaction with sorrow and 
contrition.” ; 

“And should it please God, to restore you to health, sir, 
will you never again engage in a similar transaction? And 
will you employ all your influence in society to discoun- 
tenance this barbarous custom?” 

“That, sir, is my deliberate intention,” murmured Alexan- 
der in reply. : 

Bishop Moore had known Alexander Hamilton for many 
years and found him always to be an honorable man. He was 
able to accept now that the man was truly sorry for his re- 
cent conduct and prepared to administer Communion. 

“Do. you sincerely repent of your sins past? Have you a 
lively faith in God’s mercy through Christ, with a thankful 
remembrance of the death of Christ? And are you disposed 
to live in love and charity with all men?” he questioned 
Alexander, 

Alexander lifted his hands in reverence. “With the utmost 
sincerity of heart, I can answer those questions in the affirma- 
tive. I have no ill will against Colonel Burr. I met him with a 
fixed resolution to do him no harm. I forgive all that hap- 
pened,” he said haltingly. 

Finding no reason to doubt his sincerity, Bishop Moore 
administered the Communion, which Alexander received 
with great devotion and gratitude. That done, he let his 
head fest again on the pillow. His heart was at peace 
through the remainder of his torment. Betsy, who -had wept 
softly through the service, now left the room to seek the par- 
ticulars of the event from Wolcott or perhaps Pendleton, both 
of whom she had left waiting in the drawing room. She was 
only now beginning to perceive that the matter was exceed- 
ingly more serious than she had thus far been informed. Only 
Angelica, huddled in a corner of her father’s room, pathetic 
and inconspicuous, remained. Somehow, she had known all 
along that the wound was fatal, and she intended to remain 
with him until the very last breath. She stared at him with 
great, sorrowing but dry eyes. 
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But Wolcott was not in the crowded outer room where 
Betsy sought him. He could not bear to leave his friend until 
he knew the final result of the wound and yet he must let his 
wife know the-cause of his delay. for it might be some days 
before he was able to depart. The room was so full of sor- 
towing friends that he found it impossible to write. For that 
reason, he returned for a short while to his room to write a 
message to his wife in private. 

“I had prepared to set out to see you tomorrow morning, 
but an afflicting event has just occurred which renders it 
proper for me to postpone my journey a few days. This 
morning my friend Hamilton was wounded, and it is sup- 
posed mortally in a duel with Col. Burr. I have just returned 
from Mr. Wm. Bayard’s where Hamilton is. I did not see 
him. He suffers great pain which he endures like a Hero. 
Mrs. Hamilton is with him, but she is ignorant of the cause 
of his Illness, which she supposes to be spasms. No one dare 
tell her the truth. It is feared she would become frantic. 

“Genl. Hamilton has of late years expressed his conviction 
to the truths of the Christian Religion, and has desired to re- 
ceive the Sacrament. .. . 

“Whilst there is life there is Hope, but that is all which can 
be said. Thus has perished one of the greatest men of this or 
any age....” 4 

His hand was unsteady as he wrote, so great was his re- 
morse for his friend. Upon completion of his message, he 
quickly arranged for its delivery and rushed back to Bayard’s 
to again wait for further news of his friend. Mercifully, he 
did not return until after Pendleton and Dr. Hosack had, at 
last, confided to Betsy the true nature and cause of Alexan- 
der’s wound. As had been feared, Betsy became frantic with 
her grief. 

Through the night, the vigil at Bayard’s continued. As long 
as Hamilton remained alive, no one was willing to leave the 
house. Bishop Moore, who had other duties to attend, re- 
turned early the next morning and remained, offering what 
comfort he could to the sorrowing. Betsy refused to leave her 
dear husband’s side, alternately weeping and praying. Angel- 
ica stared sadly at her father’s ashen face until it merged with 
that of Philip’s, and she sorrowed for them both. Silently she 
vowed that she would not love again, for the loss was too un- 
bearable for her. 

At last, at 2:00 p.m. on July 12, 1804, Alexander breathed 
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his last painful breath, brave and heroic and uncomplaining 
to the end. 

The ordeal had been long and exhausting for Betsy and her 
daughter. Their grief was nearly spent by the time Alexander 
died, and they were numb to the pain of his loss. Pendleton 
saw them safely back to the Grange, Betsy softly weeping 
and daubing at the tears with a linen handkerchief, Angelica 
dry-eyed, her gaze fixed on nothing around her but rather on 
some inner image she kept locked tightly in her mind. Her 
mother’s grief was so great that she did not wonder if her 
sensitive daughter would recover from this last great blow. 

Wolcott undertook the difficult task of informing the chil- 
dren that their father was dead. He was appreciative of the 

-fact that Angelica Church had undertaken the care of the 
children, for she was able to comfort them better than he. 
She herself felt the loss keenly for she had loved Alexander 
very greatly, but she was mindful that he had been Betsy’s 
husband and not hers. 

The next two days. were nightmarish in every way. Betsy 
was thankful to have the help and comfort of Alexander’s 
men friends who saw that she was never without companion- 
ship and sympathy. The children wandered through their 
days, hardly realizing the truth of what had happened to their 
father. So great a loss was not possible to comprehend all at 
once, Sometimes one would weep, but another would always 
rush to comfort. And there was much to be done to arrange a 
suitable burial for the fallen hero but no one with the heart 
to undertake the sad task. 

Only Angelica seemed unaffected by the tragedy, which, in 
truth, affected her too deeply to display. She became wistful 
and abstracted. No tears came to her eyes. She often sat at 
her piano, staring at the keyboard for long periods of time, 
unable to coax from it the music which previously-she had 
found such a solace.’ Betsy’s heart yearned to console her 
daughter, but she herself was in desperate need of consola- 
tion. Even the birds in the aviary were neglected, or would 
have been had it not been for the vigilance of Robert Troup, 
who took over their care. The trip to Albany was forgotten, 
of course, and once more Grandfather Schuyler made the 
journey to New York City, this time on a much sadder er- 
rand than the gala afternoon at the Grange only a few short 
days before. The man he regarded with affection as a son was 
dead. 

At Richmond Hill, Dr. Aarons found himself in a most 
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, distressing situation. He had no idea what the mental state of 
¥ Angelica might be but was certain that the time of her insan- 
_ ity was fast approaching, if not already upon her. He must 
_ now find. a way to act swiftly and decisively if he were to be 
| able to save Angie Browning at all. But the mind of Aaron 
Burr was in a turmoil at the reaction to his deed. He had de- 
; termined to leave the city before the angry citizenry brought 
him to trial for the murder of Alexander Hamilton, but Dr. 
Aarons refused to leave without making a final effort to save 
Angie. Still, he dared not show his face in either New York 
City or near the Grange because of public resentment. The 
) situation had reached an impasse, and he had no way to 
_ Tesolve it. He was trapped like a prisoner at Richmond Hill. 
\ The funeral service at Trinity Church was befitting a great 
statesman and fallen hero. The ceremonies were conducted 
by the Cincinnati in honor of its fallen chief. Every society in 
_ the city, including the Tammany Society, Mr. Burr’s own, the 
| St. Andrews Society, military companies, and the Corporation 
_ of the City of New York, with Mayor De Witt Clinton at its 
¢ head, made up the cortege on that momentous occasion. The 
entire city was in mourning. Alexander’s coffin was conveyed 
y from the residence of the Church family to Trinity Church 
) while guns from the artillery in the park and at the Battery 
_ Tesounded and were answered by a volley from the French 
_ and British ships of war anchored in the harbor as the proces- 
sion wended its solemn way to the graveyard site. With the 
four older Hamilton sons flanking him, Gouverneur Morris 
delivered a brief eulogy. Betsy was supported by Pendleton; 
Elizabeth and Philip were in the care of Angelica Church, 
but Angelica Hamilton, quiet and dry-eyed as she had been 
since the death of her father, stood apart. At last the funeral 
ordeal was over, the dirt had been symbolically shoveled over 
the grave and the mourners began to depart. Officially, 
Alexander Hamilton had been laid to rest, but a stricken na- 
tion would continue to weep for him for days, months, even 
years to come. But his daughter Angelica had not been able 
to shed one single tear. 

Angelica Church thoughtfully offered her home for Betsy 
and the children to use to receive the condolences of the cit- 
izenry who wished to express sympathy and kindness to the 
family of this glorious hero, ironically never so universally 
well-loved and glorified as in his death. One by one the 
graveyard emptied of living occupants—except Angelica— 
who chose to tarry awhile and kneel beside the graves of her 
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father and brother. Staring at the new grave of Alexander, 
she took a small bouquet from one of the large vases of flow- 
ers surrounding her father’s resting place and tenderly ar- 
ranged it near the stone which marked the grave of Philip. 
With this simple act, the two deaths were comingled in her 
mind. She recalled in vivid detail the nightmare of the two of 
them being killed in duels. She forced herself to look at the 
Hudson River just beyond the graveyard, half-expecting it to 
have turned red with the blood of the fallen Hamilton men. 
The sun danced and flashed on the muddy water as it always 
did, completely unaware of her sorrow. She found it unbeara- 
ble that it should be. Life should not go on as it always had. 
Her father’s life had stopped. The world should stop, at least 
for a little. The heavens should fall; the waters should cease 
to flow: nothing would ever be the same again. The tears be- 
gan to flow down her cheeks in an endless stream, and it 
seemed to her that she would never be able to stop their tor- 
rent now that they had started. Great sobs racked her body 
as she repeated over and over, “Father, Father, why. ..? 
Why? Father... .” It was a question never to be answered. 
She was unaware of the passage of time, unaware of her sur- 
roundings, and was startled to find a black shadow thrown 
across the grave. Abruptly she raised her tear-dampened face 
to see if night might be falling. To her surprise she found not 
night, but Colonel Burr standing over her, looking down on 
the grave of the man he had killed. Angelica was filled with a 
horror and revulsion which choked her throat. She wanted to 
scream but she could not. She fought to control herself. 
“How dare you come here to this hallowed ground? Have 
you come to gloat, sir?” she hissed at him. 

His voice was kindly and gentle as he told her it was not 
his desire to kill her father. 

“J am genuinely sorry that it came to this. I regret that he 
died at my hand.” 

“Had I my father’s sword, I would gladly cut it off, sir. 
Have the goodness to leave me to my sorrow,” Angelica re- 
plied coldly. 

“That I cannot do. By now it must be evident even to you 
that what is past is past. To change history is not a gift given 
to anyone for any reason. It cannot be.” 

“My father now belongs to history, sir. There is nothing 
more you can do to harm him.” 

“It is not for your father that I’ve come. Surely you must 
know what danger I face in coming here. P've come back for 
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you, Angelica. The time’ is now growing short. You can no 
longer tarry. I must free you. You m ith ey - 
tended a hand to her. af sa i es gece a: 

_ Angelica recoiled from his touch and shrank away from 
ae 8 jae hens ee You murderer. You murderer.” 

en Angelica did a very strange thi 

ditetly say eal y ge thing for her. She spat 

The act surprised Aarons causing him to step back, bu 
quickly recovered himself. He was determined pon to fail ‘the 
last time and struggled with the will of Aaron Burr. He was 
not going to allow himself to be distracted from his purpose 
by this act. Reaching into his pocket, he withdrew a large 
linen handkerchief. As he unfolded it to wipe his face, a hard 
cold shiny object fell to the ground beside the grave of 
Alexander Hamilton. It caught the glare of the sun and re- 
flected it like a many-faceted jewel. My God, he thought, the 
locket that Percy gave me has been in my pocket all this 
time. The struggle with the will of Aaron Burr has consumed 
my thoughts so totally that I had completely forgotten about 
it. He reached down to pick it up but hesitated when Angel- 
ica’s hand also reached for it. The shining object had caught 
her attention to such a degree that her tears had ceased. He 
ae grasp it in her hand. Her eyes were transfixed on the 

“Angelica, the time is short. You must leave. You must go 
at once. You must be free.” 

Angelica closed her eyes. She was on the verge of: exhaus- 


tion. “Yes, I want to go to be free. I want to be free of—ev- 


erything. I want so much—so much to be free.” Her eyes 
flew open. “But I will go nowhere with you. Where I go, it 
will not be with you.” 

But you cannot go by yourself. It is too dangerous. You 
must let me take you,” he said softly. 

“Never, never, never, never,” she repeated. 

Look at the amulet, Angelica. Watch it shine and sparkle. 
See how it draws your attention. You must concentrate on it. 
Think of it. Do not let your mind wander from it, Angie.” 
He spoke her name in apprehension. Always before she had 
reacted vehemently to the name, but this time he prayed that 
she would be caught in the fascination, the hypnotism of the 
sparkling locket which had belonged to Percy. 

She frowned slightly but did not move her eyes from the 
spell-binding glitter of the object which was twirling on the 
chain she held in her hand. He watched carefully as the 
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frown faded away into sadness: “My father, my father,” she 
murmured and began to weep softly. But the weeping was 
more hysterical than sad and then she threw back her head 
and began to laugh and weep at the same time. 

Aarons reached for the locket and took it from her. Hold- 
ing it only a short distance from her face and revolving it to 
catch the light, he shook her with his one free hand. “Look, 
look,” he said firmly. “You must not succumb to this. It’s not 
too late for you to go back. But you must concentrate. Let 
your mind rest. You must hurry. Don’t think of anything 
else. Don’t think of anything.” 

Her hysterics grew calmer as she gazed. intently at the 
twirling object. 

“We must g0, Angie. We must go now,” he said. He closed 
his eyes against the glare from the object. The reflection was 
too intense. He was having difficulty concentrating, an intense 
headache was building up inside him. He made a desperate ef- 
fort to suppress the will of Aaron Burr which he felt more in- 
sistently ‘struggling for control. Not now, he thought, not 
now. I must succeed. I must! It was with extreme difficulty 
that he pulled his attention back to Angie. 

“Angelica, look. Look deep. Don’t suffer, don’t think, just 
look deep. You are going to be happy again,” he told her. He 

_ was seized with alarm as she began a soft hysterical laughter. 
‘He was so close; he must not let her slip now. Possibly only 
seconds remained of Angelica’s sanity. But his head was split- 
ting from the intense pain. He was finding it a greater and 
greater effort to struggle with the will of Aaron Burr. 

“You must leave here, Angie. You must go back. You 
must go back.” Why did he keep repeating you when he 
meant we? They must go back together. 

“T must... go... Angelica. ...I must... go... .” mur- 
mured Angie weakly. 

“Now... now... together,” Aarons said slowly, deliber- 
ately. : 

Angie reached in fascination to touch the locket. With her 

fingers on it, she gazed from it to his face. He was smiling at 
her now, the kindly warm smile that she had found so ap- 
pealing. But in the split second before she lost consciousness, 
she was aware that it had become hard and sardonic. With 
tremendous effort she pulled away from him, taking the 
locket as she fell to the ground beside the grave of her father. 
Aarons let her go. Frantically both hands flew to his head. 
He felt that his head was about to explode with pain and 
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nothing mattered anymore except this unendurabl 

scream welled up in his throat. He stifled it with Don eros 
He wondered if he might be dying. As he. wondered, his gaze 
inadvertently fell on Angie and he watched in fascination as 
she seemed to fade away for an instant and then reappear. 
Obviously the pain was affecting his mind. But oddly enough, 
the pain was no longer there. He rubbed his eyes with sur- 
prise, but there was no pain. Then looking around in alarm 
Aaron Burr realized the danger he was in by remaining in the 
cemetery beside the grave of the man he had shot to death. 
He heard voices from somewhere, which caused him to turn 
abruptly and dash to the horse he had left tethered behind 
the church. Mounting swiftly, he galloped at full speed back 
to the safety of Richmond Hill, wondering what on earth had 


_ Possessed him to venture to the grave of Alexander Hamilton 


at such a time. But he did not speculate lon 
g, for he must 
make plans to leave here. There were many things in his life 


_ he still planned to do, and now, he would not fail. He would 


be victorious. 


Chapter XXI 


+d had been able to stick it out at the convention for 
(oe ai oe first day, but late in the afternoon of the second 
day, the sitting began to wear on him. He was not able = 
concentrate on the discussions. He had to move about, an 
that was impossible. When he felt as though he would a 
plode any second, he finally left the building to take a walk. 
He intended to return after he had used up some of the 
, pent-up energy, but found himself standing in front of Trinity 
Church. Strangely, he didn’t remember walking there on a 
pose, just walking. He wandered into the church and amble: 
aimlessly about. He sat down in the pew for a few minutes 
rest, but the feeling to be moving came on him again, an 
he stfolled out to the front steps. Slowly he climbed down 
them, intending to return to the convention and give some at- 
tention to a report he had been handed that morning, when 
he had a sudden urge to go back into the church. Again in- 
side, he looked carefully around, wondering why he should 
have wanted to return. Everything was exactly the same as it 
had been a few minutes ago. He shrugged his shoulders and 
turned to go. Suddenly, on an impulse, he headed for the 
cemetery. He opened the door and stepped outside, taking 
deep breath of air as he did so. Automatically, he starte 
toward the Hamilton graves and was stopped abruptly at the 
sight of someone on the ground. “Angie, he said more to 
himself than to anyone in particular, hope and panic combin- 
ing to bring a sense of alarm rushing to his thoughts. He en 
beside the figure in a very few steps. “Angie! Oh, thank ig ; 
Angie. I can’t believe it. Angie, you made it. Cautiously e 
lifted her head and cradled her, against him, rocking her back 
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and forth like a baby. “Angie, honey, thank heaven you’re 
safe.” Looking around him, he expected to see Dr. Aarons 
standing there, but there were only the silent stone markers 
of the graves. David wondered how she had gotten there by 
herself, but he was too relieved at finding her to let anything 
disturb his joy. She was back, and that was. what mattered. 
She was safe, and she was with him. He held her close to 
him, Suddenly, he was aware of sound and movement around 
them. Looking up, he saw people had gathered around them, 
and he realized how odd it must seem to them. 

“She’s my wife,” he said to no one person in particular. 
“She fainted, but she'll be all right. The heat must have both- 
ered her. She’s not used to it.” He searched the faces, won- 
dering if Aarons might be among them, but he wasn’t. They 
were all strange faces. David wondered if he should carry 
Angie into the church or wait until she revived where she 
was. Then he remembered that Percy had fainted and just 
not revived, even yet. No, he told himself, it mustn’t happen 
to Angie. She had to revive and now. Desperately, David 
wondered if he dare leave her to get water from inside the 
church to use to dampen her forehead. He didn’t think it was 
worth the risk and gratefully accepted the dampened hand- 
kerchief offered by one of the onlookers, He put it to her 
forehead and began to pat her cheeks briskly. Again he 
searched for Dr. Aarons, again in vain. Where is he? won- 


| dered David. He’s got to be here somewhere. Why would he 
» leave Angie here like this? But there was no sign of Damon 


Aarons anywhere. Angie stirred, and David turned his atten- 
tion back to her immediately. Her eyelids fluttered slightly. 

“Angie, Angie, honey, it’s me. David. Are you all right?” 
he asked. 

She nodded slightly. 

“Where’s Aarons? Where’s Dr. Aarons, honey?” he asked. 

She opened her eyes wide and looked at him, completely 
baffled. “Did I pass out?” were her first words to him. 

“Did you pass out? Wow! Did you pass out!” He laughed, 
happy that he felt like laughing again. “Don’t you know? 


_ Don’t you remember?” 


She shook her head hesitantly. David’s face was incredu- 
lous. “Don’t you remember anything about what happened?” 
“I remember going sightseeing with you and some friends,” 


'. she said. 


“That’s right, Sam and Claire White.” 
She nodded. “That’s right. Sem and Claire. And I remem- 
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ber a church with a graveyard, and then, I guess I just faint- 
ed.” Looking around, she was aware that they were in a 
graveyard. “Is this the one, David?” she asked. 

It was his turn to nod this time. “Are you all right, 
honey?” 

“Pm fine, David, just fine.” She allowed him to help her 
onto her feet. “I just feel a little silly, that’s all.” 

He held her close to him. “I don’t care how silly you are, 
darling, I love you and I’m glad to have you back, that’s all.” 

“Why, David,” she laughed at the force of his embrace, 
“was I unconscious that long?” 

He held her away from him so that he could look at her 
face. “Yes, darling, you were unconscious that long,” he said 
firmly. Then very cautiously, he asked, “Can you tell me any- 
thing about Dr. Aarons?” 

Angie looked at him blankly. She couldn’t imagine who he 
meant. She shook her head. 

“Angie, you do remember Dr. Aarons, don’t you? Think! 
Think! You’ve got to remember. You've just got to remem- 
ber,” David insisted. 

“David, I don’t have any idea who you're talking about,” 
she replied. ; 

David wasn’t certain what it all meant, but he knew that 
he had to let the others know right away. Maybe together 
they could find out what was going on with Dr. Aarons. 

“Come on, honey, let’s go,” he said, leading her through 
the church to the street in front. 

“Aren’t we going to wait for Claire and Sam?” she asked. 

“Oh, they’re waiting for us back at their house.” Of course, 
she wouldn’t know that they had been there for days. Obvi- 
ously, she didn’t recall a thing that had happened since the 
moment she disappeared. 

David hailed a cab and reached out his hand to help her 
into it. She reached to take his hand but was stopped by the 
sight of something that she had been holding in her own hand 
and not noticed until now as the sunlight caught it. Opening 
her fist, the object sparkled as the sunlight glistened and 
danced on it. She stared at the object in disbelief. “David, 
look,” she said. “It’s Percy’s locket. What do you suppose I’m 
doing with Percy’s locket?” 

David picked up the necklace from her hand and held it 
up to shimmer in the reflected sun. 

“David, how do you suppose I got it?” Angie persisted. 
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“Years ago Mother gave it to her. She’s never let it out of her 
sight since then. That’s the strangest thing.” 

The cab driver stuck his head out the window and made 
no ak to hide his irritation. “Well, do you want a cab or 
not?” 

David slipped the locket into his jacket pocket and helped 
Angie into the cab. Safely inside and heading into the stream 


| of city traffic, he pulled it out again and examined it. “Yes,” 


he said, “it’s the same one. Then where is Dr. Aarons? Angie, 
try to recall what happened to the man.” 

Angie took the necklace from her husband. She didn’t 
know who Dr. Aarons was, but she was beginning to under- 
stand that David was worried about him for some reason. 

“David, I have never met any Dr. Aarons, whoever he is,” 


‘she said, looking her husband earnestly in the eyes. 


“Darling, do you have any recollection of anyone giving 


| you that necklace?” David asked, equally earnest. 


“No, I don’t. I can’t imagine what I’m doing with it, how I 
got it.” 
Suddenly, David remembered that he hadn’t warned any- 


one to expect Angie. For a minute he hesitated. They were 


already on their way home; still, it might be too great a shock 


' for Claire to be told all at once that Angie was back, but he 


hadn’t found any sign of Aarons. He leaned forward and told 


I) the driver to pull up at the first spot he could. 


“Wait for me, please, I only want to make a phone call,” 


| he told the driver. “Till only be a minute.” 


As he helped Angie out of the cab, the driver protested, 


“It’s all right. The lady can stay in the car if she wants to.” 


David shot him a quick grin. “We’ve been separated for a 
while. I like to have her with me.” 

The driver shrugged, while Angie merely looked at her 
husband in amazement. She didn’t remember being separated. 

David made the call as quickly as possible, keeping Angie 


| beside him all the time. He did his best not to alarm Claire, 
' so without too much elaboration, he merely told her that An- 
gie had returned, she seemed to be fine, but didn’t seem to 
/ remember anything, and they were heading for home at the 
! moment. He suggested that she get word to the others imme- 
) diately if she could and have them return to the house. There 


was something extremely important they had to discuss. Be- 


| fore she had time to recover from the shock of it all and ask 


questions, David cut her off. “We've got a cab waiting, 


) Claire. See you in a few minutes.” 
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was out-and-out lying to her, it was just—well, she wasn't 
sure. Now, Claire greeted her as though she hadn’t seen her 
for a long time. Releasing her finally, Claire drew them both 
into the hallway and stepped outside to look for her friend 
Damon Aarons. He didn’t seem to be anywhere around. She 
went down the front steps and walked to the curb, looking 
carefully in both directions, but there was no sign of him. 
Coming back into the house, she closed the door thoughtfully 
behind her and approached David slowly. “Isn’t Damon with 
you, David?” she asked, almost afraid of his answer. 

“Yes, I'd like to know that, too,” said Elena, who had been 
so quiet that no one was aware she had been standing in the 
doorway to the living room. “TJ assume this is the missing 
Mrs. Browning, so Dr. Aarons must be ‘returned also, but 
where?” 

David colored slightly under the intense gaze of the two 
women. “I don’t know. That’s the truth. He wasn’t with An- 
gie when I found her, Claire. He just wasn’t anywhere 
around,” David told them. : 

“That’s ridiculous! Why ... why, that’s utter rubbish. He 
must have been with her,” exploded Elena. — 

“Did you look for him, David?” asked Claire. 

“Everywhere ... all through the churchyard, the church, 
the whole area. He just wasn’t there.” é 

Claire looked at Angie. “He did come back with you, 
didn’t he, Angie?” 

“1 don’t know what to say, Claire,” responded the confused 
Angie. “David asked me the same thing. I don’t remember 
anything about going back to another time. It sounds so ab- 
surd .. . so science-fictiony . . . fantastically unreal. I can’t be- 
lieve I did it. When David first started telling me about it, I 
thought it was some weird joke he was playing. I don’t 
remember meeting any strange man. And Tve tried and tried, 
but I can’t remember anything at all after being at the 
church.” Angie felt frustrated and helpless. She no longer 
thought it was a joke, but she couldn’t give them any in- 
formation about this Dr. Aarons they seemed to think she 
had met somewhere in another time. And what she really 
wanted to do was to see her sister in the hospital as soon as 
they would let her. Claire would have preferred to wait for 
Sam to arrive but understood Angie’s anxiety and agreed to 
go without waiting for him. ; - : 

“Are you coming to the. hospital with us, Elena? Claire 
asked, hoping the other woman would refuse. 
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| “Are you going to drop the whereabouts of Damon just 
like that, Claire?” Elena asked. 

“Right now I don’t know what else I can do. The next logi- 
cal step would seem to be to check on Percy. Perhaps she’s 
recovering now that Angie is back, and if she is, she might be 
able to add something to the search for Damon. Or it may be 
that he is more slow in his return than Angie. I don’t know, 
and not knowing, I don’t know what I can do. When he re- 
turns, he’ll contact us, I’m sure. You’re welcome to wait here 
in case he calls,” Claire offered, “although Sam will be home 

, shortly.” 

“I'll wait here. When you get back, we'll talk about what 
to do next—that is if Damon hasn’t returned by then.” 

“We may be at the hospital for some time, Elena,” David 

) told her. 

' - “But if I wait here, you may be inclined to hurry your 
visit, while if I wait patiently at home, there wouldn’t be any 
reason for you to rush, would there?” she asked him with a 

} slightly beltigerent and very determined tilt to her chin. 

Claire scribbled a note to Sam and left it on the hall table 
beside the front door, but she needn’t have bothered. Just as 
they were leaving, Sam’s taxi arrived, and he was rushed off to 

“the hospital with the rest of them. Elena settled back on the 

‘sofa with her books. It was very disturbing that Damon hadn’t 
returned with Mrs. Browning. It did not seem like a good 

) sign to Elena Blakely. 

' It was decided by the foursome that Claire should go to 

'Percy’s room alone. She would be the one to tell Gordon 
about Angie’s return and see what he could tell her about 


 Percy’s condition. Then, if it was all right for the others to 
‘ come up, she would fetch them. On her way to the room, 


Claire found herself thinking over and over, “Please let her be 
awake. Please let her be recovered.” But as she entered the 
room, she saw Gordon patiently sitting beside the still-sleeping 
form of his wife. The miracle they hoped for had not hap- 
pened. She told Gordon as briefly as she could all that had 
transpired. On learning that Angie had returned, he searched 
his wife’s face for some flicker of awareness, some softening 
of expression, any sign of change, but there was none. 
“I don’t know what to think, Claire. The doctors haven’t 
‘found anything medically wrong with her. They thought it 
might be shock, but it should be wearing off. And surely, if 
she were mentally back in the time that Angie was, she would 
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be coming out of it now that Angie’s here. I thought if it was 
anything other than fatigue, it would somehow be associated 
with Angie. My God, I hope it’s not bound up somehow with 
Aarons. She was our link to him; now we have none. If he 
hasn’t come. back, can’t make it on his own, I hate to 
think . . 2’ He buried his face in his hands and shook his 
head. “I don’t know what to think anymore, Claire.” 

Claire placed her hand comfortingly on his shoulder. “Ts it 
all right for Angie to come up and see her? She’s worried 
about Percy. She feels kind of responsible for this, and she’s 
very worried. She’s been through a lot herself, even though 
she doesn’t remember it at the moment. It'll be good for An- 
gie to come up, even though it may not help Percy.” 

“Of course she can.” He gazed sadly at his wife “It cer- 

tainly can’t do Percy any harm.” He took his wife’s limp 
hand and held it firmly in his own. 

Angie entered the room cautiously. Gordon rose to em- 
brace her fondly and offered her the chair next to Percy’s 
bed. She sat solemnly looking at Percy, who lay there help- 
lessly still. She leaned forward and said in a very soft voice, 
“Percy ... Percy, it’s Angie.” The room was totally noiseless 
then as everyone waited for some miraculous response. But 
none came. Still they waited, until again Angie leaned for- 
ward to speak to her sister. “Percy, I’m here. It’s Angie, and 
I'm right beside you. Wake up, Percy. It’s time to wake up 
now.” The room remained hushed and still. Everyone was 
afraid to move, to speak, almost afraid to breathe. They 
stood waiting, watching, wondering, and mostly hoping. 

Angie didn’t know what else to do. She felt so helpless. She 
turned to Gordon, her eyes begging him to tell her what to 
do. 

Suddenly, Claire remembered something. “Angie, where’s 
the locket? Where did you put Percy’s locket? Do you have it 
with you?” she asked. 

Angie reached into her purse and drew it out. Claire took 
it from her and carefully placed it in Percy’s hand, wrapping 
her fingers around the necklace. She took Angie’s hand and 
placed it on top of her sister’s. Then she stepped back slightly 
and waited to see if this would have any effect, praying fer- 
vently that it would. Nothing happened. Again Angie whis- 
-pered into Percy’s ear that she must wake up, but Percy 
didn’t hear her. 
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Sam shook his head. “I’m afraid there’s just nothing we 
can do, Claire. Nothing but wait.” 

“There has to be, Sam. There just has to be,” she insisted. 

Angie continued to cling to her sister’s hand, tears now 
running down her cheeks. She didn’t expect Percy to immedi- 
ately open her eyes and sit up, but she never once thought 
that it would be—impossible. 

“There’s one more thing. Why didn’t I think of it before.” 
Claire’s voice was almost jubilant. “Gordon. Do you have Dr. 
Aarons’ watch? The one he gave Percy?” 

“Tt was among the group of things the nurse gave me when 
they settled Percy in this room. I put it in the drawer of her 
night stand.” He opened the drawer and pulled it out, extend- 
ing it to Claire. 

“Put that in Percy’s other hand,” she instructed him. 

“Are you hoping for some kind of psychic shock from the 
two objects?” he asked. 

“TI. don’t know. I’m just hoping that somehow we can get 


| through to her.” 


“Anything is worth a try,” he agreed, curling Percy’s fin- 


i gers around the antique watch: 


Angie laid her cheek on Percy’s pallid forehead and whis- 


pered, “It’s all right now, Percy. I’m all right. I’m safe. Oh, 


dear Percy, please come back to me. I came back to you. It’s 
all over. I promise never to doubt you again. Only please, 


_ Percy, please open your eyes.” Then the room was still again. 


Percy’s eyelids flickered. She gave a slight moan and 


| moved her head for the first time since she had fainted. 


Feeling her move, Angie raised her head and tears again 
trickled down her cheeks. “Percy, try harder, harder. You 


) must, Percy, you must.” But there was no response from her 
| sister. For several minutes more, quiet pervaded the room. 
| Finally, David put his hands on Angie’s shoulders. “Come on, 


honey. We'll come back tomorrow. Maybe she'll be better 


) then.” 


Angie allowed him to help raise her from the chair, but 


) when she tried to take her hand from Percy’s, she felt Percy’s 
"hand twitch, then Percy’s fingers grasped hers. The eyelids 
| flickered again. No one dared breathe or even think while 


they watched Percy’s face as she began to open her eyes. Her 


_ tongue reached out to lick her dry lips. She had trouble fo- 


cusing on the people around the room, and she rolled her 
head from side to side before opening her eyes again. She 
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had run its course. Claire suggested that they have coffee on 
‘the patio. They all seated themselves around the table, and 
» Gordon realized that he was going to be forced to tell Percy 
‘the truth about Dr. Aarons. Elena was making it evident that 
| she had been as tolerant as she could for as long as she 
) could. So Gordon embarked on his explanation with the oth- 
) ers adding occasional comments. He did his best to cautiously 
) unravel the mystery of what had happened to Damon 
) Aarons. It was apparent that he had been in contact with An- 
| Bie, possibly at the beginning of the nineteenth century, be- 
) Cause Angie had the locket with her when David found her at 
ithe church. In some way, Aarons must have been able to aid 

her in’separating from Angelica before that poor girl went in- 
)sane. It was little consolation to any of them, but quite pos- 
isibly his theory had been right and he had accomplished what 
he set out to do. Just what went wrong, what had happened 
jto him in the process, they couldn’t even guess. 

Angie gave a shiver. “I didn’t know a thing about it. I still 
pcan't believe it actually happened. But the thought of going 
insane while being someone else is really terrifying. I’m glad 

it didn’t happen, but think of that poor, poor troubled girl. I 
pwonder if she'll find some kind of peace now that she’s tried 
to save her brother and father ... or if she'll try over and 
jover again?” The thought frightened her and she moved 
Mcloser to her husband. 

| “There’s no way to tell precisely,” answered Elena. “But 

the chances are now that she’s made an attempt, she may be 

able to find her rest ... although, maybe that’s part of why 
#Damon hasn’t returned yet... .” She left the thought hanging 
Win the air. 

“Do you really think that’s why, Elena?” Claire hoped 
Elena would be truthful with them, not unnecessarily 
dramatic. The thought of their friend lost and wandering in a 
time other than his own was very distressing ... and they 
‘couldn’t be certain where or which time. 

“It’s definitely a possibility. Or he might be caught in a 
‘web of time somewhere in between then and now. There’s 
ust no way we can tell.” 

_ “Isn’t there anything we can do to help him?” Percy was 

Pull of remorse at having failed her friend. 

| “I don’t know what to do,” responded Elena. This was all 
ew territory for her. “I thought that if you approve, I might 

try to find someone who’s been experimenting in this field.” 
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“You won't go to the newspapers, will you?” Sam asked 
her pointedly. 

“There wouldn’t be anything to gain now. The one person 
who is supposed to have made a trip into time doesn’t 
remember it, and Damon isn’t here to verify it. There 
wouldn’t be any reason to believe me. I would only succeed 
in getting myself laughed at and totally discredited.”’ She said 
it with a trace of sadness, regret in her voice. 

“I’m relieved to hear that,” Claire\told her. 

“Besides,” Elena added, “I’m really fond of Damon Aarons 
and have been for a long time. I’m as anxious as you are for 
him to return.” 

There didn’t seem to be a great deal more to say on the 
subject, and a silence fell over the group. 

At last, it was Elena who broke the stillness. “I want you 
to know that I’m going to keep trying to get in touch with 
him.” 

“We want you to,” said Claire. “And we’d like to help if 
we can.” ; 

“Good,” Elena replied. “And the rest of you—will you be 
leaving for home right away or what?” 

“If Angie is up to it, I think I ought to make an appear- 
ance at the convention this next week,” David remarked. 

Angie nodded her approval. i 

“But you could go on home with Percy and Gordon, if you 
want to, Angie,” he offered. i 

Angie laughed for the first time since her return. ‘After 
what everyone has gone through so I can be here with you, I 
wouldn’t dream of it,” she told him. “But Percy and Gordon 
don’t have to stay if they don’t want to.” oo 

“And I wouldn’t think of leaving you alone in this city, af- 
ter what we've all been through.” Percy said, then remember- 
ing her children, added, “I have to call Mrs. Purcell to make 
certain she can stay on with the children for the extra time, 
but if you stay, then so do we.” 

Gordon hugged his wife protectively. “It'll also keep us 
here in case anything turns up on Damon Aarons, honey. I 
know he’ll get back sometime. but I would like to be here 
when he does, and I know you would to.” 2 

Percy smiled at him. He was right. She would like to be 
here when Damon returned. : ; 

That was settled. Mrs. Purcell was able to stay with the 
children, and the next week was a most pleasant one. It only 
lacked the presence of Damon Aarons to make it completely 
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\! delightful. Even though he was not with them in person, his 


memory was recalled to them repeatedly. They expected to 
find him waiting for them in shops, in restaurants, in muse- 
ums, in churches, in Central Park. on some Greenwich Vil- 
) Jage street corner. And, of course, there was Elena. They saw 
| her nearly every day, and when they didn’t, they spoke with 
) her on the telephone. She was making efforts to contact him 
| but had had no success as yét. They called his home daily, 
but no one ever answered the phone. Once they all went to 
his apartment, but only silence greeted them. The door re- 
/ mained closed. They made arrangements to pay the rent on 
) his apartment, explaining that Dr. Aarons was on a very 
special business trip and didn’t know when he would return. 
) Percy faithfully carried with her the watch and fob he had 
given her. Often she fondled it in her hand or tried rubbing it 
) like an Aladdin’s lamp, hoping that would somehow help 
4 him return, but it didn’t. 
: When it came time to return home, there was one last group 
) meeting. Elena assured them she would continue to do every- 
) thing she could to contact Damon, and they agreed to be in 
) touch with each other at least once every month. Of course, 
if something happened, they would let the others know imme- 
diately.. There was some slight possibility that Percy might 
) sense something or that Aarons might try to contact Angie, 
since he had been with her in the past. But mostly, they had 
to trust his experience, his gift for perceiving the elements of 
' the supernatural, and his own good common sense. They had 
| to trust in him. 
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Chapter XXII 


It was very early in the morning, so early that the dawn 
had not yet streaked the sky with pink and yellow flames, but 
already there was a good deal of activity inside the house at 
Richmond Hill. Upstairs in the master bedroom, by the light 
of half a dozen candles, two servants were busy packing a 
traveling case for Colonel Burr. Downstairs in ‘his study, with 
his friend Van Ness at his side, Burr was packing those 
materials he felt were necessary to have with him. He was 
about to depart from Richmond Hill—to flee for his life 
would be a better word—perhaps never to return. Since the 
death of Hamilton, the feeling against him was running high. 
His name had become a household curse, while Hamilton was 
being praised in almost saintly terms. This alone would not 
have bothered Aaron Burr. He was made of very tough fiber. 
But there was now a warrant out for his arrest on the charge 
of murder. For the last ten days he had remained in seclusion 
at Richmond Hill, receiving those loyal friends who sought 
him out—such as Van Ness. And they had prevailed upon 
him to seek refuge elsewhere, for he was certain to be killed 
either by a mob or a court of law if he remained any longer. 

Van Ness arranged for a barge to be waiting at the river 
and he had friends, in New Jersey, who would welcome him. 
The die was cast, and the time had arrived for him to take 
his leave. 

At last the case was packed. He shut and locked it, and as 
he did so, Damon Aarons wondered what he could do now to 
leave not only this home, this state, but to leave this man. 
Each time he attempted to transfer in time, to separate him- 
self from Burr, his head resounded with such: blinding light 
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and resounding pain that he was not able to concentrate long 
© enough. There was a desperate struggle set up now between 
) these two personalities. Aarons needed to release himself and 
return to his own life, and Burr was determined to succeed in 
some phase of his life where before he had failed. He was not 
' going to allow his second chance to slip away from him. Two 
/ men, one body. Which would be the victor? 
On the short walk to the barge, Van Ness wished Burr a 
safe and successful journey. He cautioned him not to remain 
in New Jersey if the feeling against him ran high there. He 
suggested Philadelphia as the next stop. 

_ Burr listened thoughtfully and nodded his head. He deeply 
' appreciated the personal sacrifices his friend was making on 
| his behalf. It was not wise to be a friend of Aaron Burr at 
) the moment, and he was grateful for those who remained 
) true to him—Van Ness, in particular. Reaching the barge, the 
' men paused. They shook hands solemnly, but both men real- 
| ized the inadequacy of the gesture and embraced in farewell. 
' “Be of good cheer, if you can, Aaron. Your friends here 
| will not forget you nor neglect to work for your return. We 
» shall do what we can to bring you back safely and no longer 
Funder threat of arrest. Do not give up hope; do not allow 
# yourself to despair. We shall, in time, accomplish your tri- 

F umphant return,” Van Ness told his friend in parting. 

“I thank you, my dear Van Ness. I look forward to that re- 
turn.” Then Aaron Burr turned and boarded the barge. Half- 
way across the river, Damon Aarons fervently wondered if 

this friends would not forget to work for his return. Indeed, 
} he wondered if he would ever see them again. He knew that 
he dare not give up hope, not allow himself to despair. But 
/ would he, in time, be able to accomplish a triumphant return 
to his own home, to his own friends, to his own time—to the 
‘twentieth century? Would he? 
| The sun began to rise on what promised to be an unusually 
hot July day, causing the waters of the Hudson River to 
"dance around the barge like a carpet of diamonds. Slowly, 
Vthe boat made its way through the glistening waters to the 
safety of the New-Jersey shore. Looking back to the sight of 


ot 


the New York they had just left, Damon Aarons imagined it 
again as the twentieth-century metropolis he had known and 
) wondered if he would ever again set eyes on that sight. But 
as the pain began to rise in his head, he turned and made ‘his 
Way up the New Jersey shore. “I wonder,” he said to himself 
| alone. “I wonder.” 
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